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THE LIFE OF 

THOMAS GRAY. 

•yHOMAS GRAY was born in Cornhill, in the 
•*- city of London, on the a 6th of December, 1716. 
His father, Philip Gray, was a money- fcrivener j but 
being of an indolent and profufe difpofition, he rather 
diminished than improved his paternal fortune. Our 
Author received his claflical education at Eton fchool, 
under Mr. Antrobus, his mother's brother, a man 
of found learning and refined tafte, who directed his 
nephew to thofe purfuits which laid the foundation of 
his future literary fame. 

During his continuance at Eton, he contracted ,a 
friendfhip with Mr. Horace Walpole, well, known for 
his knowledge in the fine arts; and Mr. Richard 
Weft, fon of the Lord Chancellor of Ireland, a youth 
of very promifmg talents. 

When he left Eton fchool in 1734, he went to 
Cambridge, and entered a penfioner at Peterhoufe, at; 
the recommendation of his uncle Antrobus, who had 
been a fellow of that college. It is faid that, from 
his effeminacy and fair complexion, he acquired, 
among his fellow ftudents, the appellation of Mifs 
Gray, to which the delicacy of his manners feems not 
a little to have contributed. Mr. Walpole was at 
that time a fellow- commoner of King's College, in the 
fame Univeriity J a fortunate circumftance, which. af- 
forded Gray frequent opportunities of intercourfe with 
his Honourable Friend, 

Mr. Weft went from Eton to Chrift Church, Ox- 
ford ; and in this ftate of feparation, thefe two vo- 
taries of the Mufes, whufe tiifpofitions were conge- 
nial, commenced an epiftolary correfpondence, part of 
which is publifhed by Mr. Mafon, a gentleman whofe 
character ftauds high in the republic of letters. 
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Gray, having imbibed a tafte for poetry, did no! 
relifh thoi'e abftrule ftudies which generally occupy 
the minds of ftudentsat College 5 and theiefore, as he- 
found very little gratification from academical puriuiis, 
he left Cambridge in 1738, and returned to London^ 
intending to apply himfelf to the ftudy of the law .- 
but this intention was foon laid afide, upon an invita- 
tion given him by Mr. Walpole, to accompany htm 
in his travels abroad ; a fituation highly preferable, 
in Gray's opinion, to the dry ftudy of the law. 

They fet out together for France, and vifited moil 
of the places worthy of notice in that country : from 
thence they proceeded to Italy, where an unfortunate 
difpute taking place between them, a leparation enfued 
upon their arrival at Florence. Mr. Walpole after- 
wards, with great candour and liberality, took upon 
himfelf the blame of the quarrel j though, if we 
confider the matter coolly and impartially, we may be 
induced to conclude that Gray, from a confeious fii- 
periority of ability, might have claimed a deference 
to his opinion and judgment, which his Honourable 
Friend was not at that time difpoied to admit: the 
rupture, however, was very unpieaiant to both par- 
ties. 

Gray purfued his journey to Venice on an economic 
plan, fuitable to the circumfcribed ft ate of his finan- 
ces j and having continued there fome weeks, returned 
to England in September, 1741. He appears, 'from 
his letters, published by Mr. Mafon, to have paid the 
minuteft attention to every object worthy of notice 
throughout the courfe of his travels. His defcriptions, 
are lively and pi&ureique, and bear particular marks 
of his genius and difpofition. We admire the fub- 
limity of his ideas when he afcends the ftupendous 
heights of the Alps, and are charmed with his difplay 
of nature, decked in all the beauties of vegetation. 
Indeed, abundant information, as well as entertain- 
ment, may be derived from his cafual letters. 
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In about two months after his arrival in England, 
lie Jolt his father, who, by an indifcreet profjfion, had 
fo impaired his iortune, as not to admit of his Ion's 
profecuting the ftudy of the law with that degree of 
refpe&ability which the nature of the profeflion re- 
quires, without becoming burthenfome to his mother 
and aunt. To obviate, therefore, their importunities 
on the fubjea, he went (o Cambridge, and took his 
bachelor's degree in civil Jaw, 

But the inconveniencies and diftrefs attached to a 
fcanty fortune were not the only ills our Poet had to 
encounter at this time: he had not only loft the friend- 
fliip of Mr. Walpole abroad, but poor Weft, the 
partner of his heart, fell a vi&im to complicated ma- 
ladies, brought on by family misfortunes, on the i ft 
of June, 1742, at Popes, a village, in Hertfordfliire, 
where he went for the benefit of the air. 

The exceflive degree in which his mind was agita- 
ted for the lofs of his friend, will beft appear from the 
following beautiful little fbnnet: 

" In vain to me the fmiling mornings fliine, 
" And redd'ning Pcebus litts his goiden fire; 
" 'The birds in vain their am'rous deicant join, 
" Or cheeritil /kids relume their green attire: 
" Thefe ears, alas! for other notes repine; 
*' A different objedt do thefe eyes require; 
"• My lonely anguifh melts no hea;t but mine, 
*' And in my breaft th' imperlec~t jevs expire; 
*' Yet morning fmiles the bufy race to cheer, 
*' And new-born pkafuie brings to happier men; 
" The fields to all their wonted tribute bear; 
" To warn their Jittie loves the birds complain: 

I fruitlefs mourn to him that cannot hear; 
u And weep the more, becaufe I weep in vain.' 

Mr. Gray now feems to have applied his mind very 
feduloufly to poetical compofition : his Ode to Spring 
was written early in June, to his friend Mr. Weft, 
before he received the melancholy news of his death : 
how our Poet's fufceptible mind was afte&ed bv that 
melancholy incident, is evidently demonftrated by the 
Jines quoted above ; the iropreifion, indeed, appears 
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to have been too deep to be foon effaced j and the te- 
nour of the fubjects which called for the exertions of his 
poetical talents fubfequent to the production of this 
Ode, corroborates that cbfervationj thefe were his 
ProfpeSi of Eton, and his Ode to Adverfity. It is alfo 
fuppofed, and with great probability, that he began 
his Elegy in a Country Church Yard about the fame 
time. He pafled fome weeks at Stoke, near Windfor, 
where his mother and aunt refided, and in thatpleafmg 
retirement finifhed feveral of his molt celebrated 
Poems. 

From thence he returned to Cambridge, which, 
from this period, was his chief refidence during the 
remainder of his life. The conveniencies with which 
a college life was attended, to a perfon of his narrow, 
fortune, and ftudious turn of mind, were more than 
a compeni'ation for the diflike which, for feveral rea~ 
fons, he bore to the place : but he was perfectly re- 
conciled to his fituation, on Mr. Mafon's being ele&ed 
a fellow of Pembroke- Hall j a circumftance which 
brought him a companion, who, during life, re- 
tained for him the higheft degree of friendship and 
efteem. 

In 1 742 he was admittted to the degree of Batchelor 
in the Civil Law, as appears from a letter written to 
his particular friend Dr. Wharton, of Old Park, 
near Durham, formerly fellow of Pembroke Hall, 
Cambridge, in which he ridicules, with much point 
and humour, the follies and foibles, and the dullnefs. 
and formality, which prevailed in the Univerfity. 

In order to enrich his mind with the ideas of others, 
he devoted a confiderable portion of his time to the 
ftudy of the beft Geeek authors 5 fo that, in the courfe 
of fix years, there were hardly any writers of emi- 
nence in that language whole works he had not only 
read, but thoroughly digeited. 

His attention, however, to the Greek daffies, did 
not wholly engrofs his time j for he found leifure 
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to advert, in a new iarcaftical manner, to the igno- 
rance and dullnefs with which he was furrounded, 
though fituated in the centre of learning. There is 
only a fragment remaining of what he had written on 
this fubjeft, from which it may he inferred, that it 
was intended as an Hymn to Ignorance. The fragment 
is wholly introduftory ; yet many of the lines are ib 
pointed in fignification, and harmonious in verifica- 
tion, that they will be admitted, by the admiiers of 
verfe, to difplay his poetical talents with more bril- 
liancy than appears in many of his lyric productions. 

Hai!, horrors, hail! ye ever gloomy bowers. 

Ye Gothic fanes, and antiquated towers I 

Where rufhy Camus' flowiy-winding flood 

Perpetual draws his humid train of mud: 

Glad I rcvifit thy negiedcd reign: 

Oh, take me to thy peaceful made again: 

But chiefly thee, whofe influence, breath'd from high, 

Augments the native darknefs of the iky. 

Ah, Ignorance! ioft, falutary power! 

Proftrate with filial reverence I adore. 

Thrice hath Hyperion roilM his annual race, 

Since weeping 1 forfook thy fond embrace. 

Oh, fay, fuccefsful doft thou ftill oppoie, 

Thy leaden iEgis 'gaintt our ancient foes? 

Still itretch, tenacious of thy right divine, 

The maffy fceptre o'er thy numbering line ? 

And dews Lethean through the land difpenie, 

To fleep in {lumbers each benighted fenfe ? 

If any ipark of wit's delufive ray 

Break out, and fiafh a momentary day, 

With damp, cold touch forbid it to afpire, 
And huddle up in fogs the dangerous fire. 

Oh, fay— She hears me not, but, carelefs grown. 

Lethargic nods upon her ebon throne* 

Goddefs! awake, arife; alas! my fejtrs; 

Can powers immortal feci the force of years? 

Not thus of old, with enfigns wide unfuiTd, 

She rode triumphant o'er the vanquiflVd worlds 

Fierce nations own'd her unremitted might i 

And all was ignorance, and all was night: 

Oh facred age! Oh times for ever loft! 

(The fchoolman 7 s glory, and the churchman's boaft,) 

For ever gone-- -yet ftill to fancy new, 

Her rapid wings the transient icene purfue, 

And bring the buried ages back to view. 
High en her car, behold the grandam ride, 

Like old Sefoftris with barbaric pride } 

***** a team of harnefsM monarchs' bend 

In 
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In 1744 he feems to have given up his attention to 
the Mules. Mr. Walpole, defirous of preferving 
what he had already written, as well as perpetuating 
the merit of their decealed friend, Weft, endea- 
voured to prevail with Gray, to whom he had previ- 
oufly become reconciled, to publifh his own Poems, 
together with thole of Weft j but Gray declined it, 
conceiving their productions united would not fuffice 
to fill even a (mall volume. 

In 1747 Gray became acquainted with Mr. Mafon, 
then a fcholar of St. John's College, and afterwards 
Fellow of Pembroke- Hall. Mr. Mafon, who was 
a man of great learning and ingenuity, had written, 
the year before, his «« Monody on the Death of Pope," 
and his « II Bellicofo, and " II Pacific© j" and Gray 
reyifed thefe pieces at the requeft of a friend. This 
laid the foundation of a friendfhip that terminated 
but with life: and Mr. Mafon, after the death of 
Gray, teftified his regard for him, by fuperintending 
the publication of his works. 

The fame year he wrote a little Ode on the Death 
of a favourite Cat of Mr. Walpole's, in which hu- 
mour and inftru&ion are happily blended : but the fol- 
lowing year he produced an effort of much more im- 
portance ; the Fragment of an EJfay on the Alliance of 
Education and Government. Its tendency was to de- 
monftrate the neceffary concurrence of both to form 
great and ufeful Men. It opens with the two follow- 
ing fimilies. The exordium is rather uncommon; 
but he feems to have adopted it as a kind of clue to 
the fubjelt he meant to purfue in the fubfequent part 
of the Poem. 

As fickly plants betray a niggard earth, 

Whofe barren bofom ftarves her gen'rous birth, 

Nor genial warmth nor genia! juice retains, 

Their roots to feed and hil their verdant veins; 

And as in climes, where Winter holds his reign, 

The foil, tho' fertile, will not teem in vain. 

Forbids her gems to {'well, her (hades to rife, 

Nor trufts her blofibms to the churliih Ikies j 

So draw mankind in vain the vital airs, 

Unform'd, unfriended, by thofc kindly cares That 


That health and vigour to the foul impart, 

Spread the young thought, and warm the opening heart; 

So fond infti uflion on the growing pow'rs 

Of Nature idly lavifties her frores, 

If equal Juftice, with unclouded face, 

Smile not indulgent on the rifing race, 

And fcatter with a free, tho 1 frugal hand, 

Light golden fhow'rs of plenty o^er the land ; 

But Tyranny has fixM her empire there, 1 

To check their tender hopes with chilling fear, > 

And blaft the blooming promife of the year, > 

This fpacious animated fecne furvey, 
From where the roiling orb, that gives the day, 
His fable fons with nearer courfe iurrounds 
To either pol^ and life's remmeft bounds; 
How rudefoe'er th' exterior form we find, 
Howe'er opinion tinge the varyM mind, 
Alike to all the kind impartial Heav'n 
The fparks of truth and happinels has given; 
With fenfe to feel, with mem'ty to retain, 
They follow pleal'ure and they fly from pain; 
Their judgment mends the plan their fancy draws, 
Th* event prefages and explores the caufe: 
The loft returns of gratitude they know, 
By fraud elude, by force repel, the foe ; 
While mutual wifhes mutual woes endear, 
The focial fmile and fympathetic tear. 

Say, then, thro* ages by what faieconfin'd 
To different climes feem diir 'rent fouls aflign'd; 
Here meafur'd lav/s and philolbphic cafe 
Fix and improve the polifliM arts of peace 5 
There Induftry and G^in their vigils keep, 
Command the winds and tame th 1 unwilling deep ; 
Here force and hardy deeds of blood prevail, 
There languid Pleafure ftghs inev'ry gale. 
Oft' o'er the trembling nations from afar 
Has Scythia breath'd the living cloud of war; 
And where the deluge burft with fweepy fway, 
Their arms, their kin^s, their gods, were roli'd away: 
As oft' have iffu'd, hoft impelling haft, 
The bl-ue-ey'd myriads from the Baltic coaft; 
The proftrate South to the deftroyer yields 
Her boafted titles and her golden fields: 
With grim delight the brood of Winter view 
A brighter day, and heavens of azure hue, 
Scent the new fragrance of the breathing rofe, 
And quaff the pendent vintage as it grows. 
Proud of the yoke, and pliant to the rod* 
Why yet does Afia dread a monarch's nod, 
While European freedom frill withitands 
Th* encroach; uz iide that drowns her lefVning Iands T 
And fees tar off, with an indignant groan, 
Her native plains and empires once her own? 
Can op'ner ikies, and ions of fiercer flame, 
O'erpower the five that animates our frame; 
As lamps, ihat ihed at eve a ufieerful ray, 
Fade and expire beneath the eye of day ? 
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Need we the influence of the northern rtar 

To firing our nerves and fteel our hearts to war ? 

And where the face of Nature laughs around, 

Mint fick'ning Virtue fly the tainted ground? 

Unmanly thought! what feafons can controul,. 

What fancy'd zone can circumscribe, the foul, 

Who, conlcious of the fource from whence file fpring*, 

By Reaion's light, on Refolutidn's wings, 

Spite of her frail companion, dauntlefs goes 

O'er Lybia's delVrts and thro' Zembla's ihows ? 

She bids each (lumbering energy awake, 

Another touch another temper take, 

Sufpends th 1 inferior laws that rule our clay; 

The ftubborn elements confefs her fway ; 

Their little wants their low de fires refine, 

And raife the mortal to a height divine. 

Not but the human fabric from the birth 
Imbibes a flavpur of its parent earth ; 
As various trafts enforce a various toil, 
The manners ipcak the idiom of their foil* 
An iron race the mountain-cliffs maintain, 
Foes to the gentler genius of the plain; 
For where unweary'dfinews muft be found 
With fide-long plough to quell the flinty ground* 
To turn the torrent's fwift-defcending flood, 
To brave the favage ruihing from the wood, 
What wonder if, to patient valour trained, 
They guard with fpirit what by ftrength they gain'd ? 
And while their rocky ramparts round they fee", 
The rou^h abode of Want and Liberty, 
(As lawlefs force from confidence will grow) 
Infult the plenty of the vales below ? 
What wonder in the fultry climes, that fpread 
Where Nile, redundant o'er his iuminer-bed, 
From his broad bofom life and verdure flings, 
And broods o'er /Egypt, with his wat'ry wings, 
If, with adventurous oar and ready fail, 
The dulky people drive before the gale, 
Or on frail floats to neighbouring cities ride, 
That rife and glitter o'er the ambient tide i 

It is much to be lamented that our Author did not 
finiih what was To fuccefsfully begun, as the Fragment 
is deemed fuperior to every thing in the fame ftyie of 
writing which our language can boaft. 

In 1750 he put his finishing ftroke to his Elegy writ- 
ten in a Country Churchyard^ which was communi- 
cated firft to his friend Mr. Walpole, and by him to 
many perfons of rank and diftincHon. This beauti- 
ful production introduced the author to the favour of 
Lady Cobham, and gave occafion to a lingular compo- 
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fition, called, A Long Story ; in winch various effu- 
lions of wit and humour are very happily interfperfed. 

The Elegy having found its way into the " Maga- 
zine of Magazines," the Author wrote to Mr. Wal- 
pole, rcquefting he would put it into the hands of Mr. 
Dodiley, and order him to print it immediately, in 
order to refcue it from the difgrace it might have in- 
curred by its appearance in a Magazine. The Elegy 
was the molt popular of all our Author's productions; 
it ran through eleven editions, and was tranflated 
into Latin by Anftey and Roberts ; and in the fame 
year a verfion of it was publifhed by Lloyd. Mr. 
Bentley, an eminent Arti(t of that time, wifliing to 
decorate this elegant competition with every ornament 
of which it is fo highly deferving, drew for it a fet of 
defigns, as he alio did for the reft of Gray's produc- 
tions, for which the artift was liberally repaid by the 
Author in ibme beautiful Stanzas, but unfortunately 
no perfect copy of them remains. The following, 
however, are given as a fpecimen : 


/ 44 y n {jj cm aaze the tuneful choir among, 

" Half pleas'd, half blnihing, let the mufe admire, 
4t While Bentley leads her lifter art along, 
" And bids the pencil aniwer to the lyre, 

u See, in their conrfe, each tranfitory thought, 
14 Fix'd by his touch, a lading effence take; 

tfc Each dream, in fancy's airy colouring wrought, 
" To local fymmetry and life awake ! 

" The tardy rhymes, that us'd to linger on, 
4fc To ceafurc cold, and negligent of fame; 

4t In fvviiier meafures animated run, 

" And catch a iuftre from his genuine flame. 

" Ah! could they catch his rtrength, his cafy grace, 
*■*• His quick creation, his unerring lines 

** The energy of Pope they might efface, 
" And Diyden's haimony Submit to mine, 

41 But not ro one in this benighted age 

" la that diviner inspiration giv'n, 
" That burns in Shakefpear's or in Milton'! page, 

** The pomp and prodigality of heay'n« 
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u As when confpiring in the di'mo^d's blaze, 
4 * The meaner °tms ? that iingly charm the fight, 

u Together dart their intermingled rays, 
44 And dazzle with a luxury of light. 

44 Enough for me, if to fome feeling breaft 

44 My lines afecret fympathy impart, 
44 And, as their pleating influence flows confefs'd, 

fc4 A figh of ibf't reflection heave the heart. 11 

It appears, by a letter to Dr. Wharton, that Gray 
fintfhed his Ode on the Progrefs of Poetry early in i 75 < . 
The Bard ai \o was begun about the lame time 5 and 
the following beautiful Fragment on the Pleafure ari- 
fingfrom Vicijjitttde the next year. The merit of the 
two former pieces was not immediately perceived, nor 
generally acknowledged. Garriclc wrote a few lines 
in their praife. Lloyd and Colman wrote, in concert, 
two Odes to " Oblivion" and " Obfcui ity," in which 
they were ridiculed with much ingenuity, 

44 Now the golden morn aloft 

44 Waves her dew-befpangled wing, 

44 With vermit cheek, andwhilper loft, 

44 She wooes the tardy fpring; 

44 Till April ftarts, and calls around 

4t The ileeping fragrance from the ground, 

' 4 And lightly oW the living icene 

44 Scatters his frciheft, icndereft green, 

44 New born flocks, in ruftic dance, 

44 Friiking piy their feeble feet 5 

44 Forgetful of their wint'ry trance, 

44 The birds his prefence greet: 

" But chief th^ fkylark warbles high 

44 His trembling, thrilling extacy 5 

44 And, leflening from the dazzled fight, 

Li Melts into air'and liquid light, 

44 Yefterday the fullen year 

44 Saw the Ihow y whirlwind fly; 

4i Mire was the mufic of the air, 

4v The herd ftood drooping by: 

44 Their raptures now, that wildly floyr, 

44 No yefterday nor morrow know; * 

4i - 'Tis man alone that joy defcries 

44 VVi*h forward and reverted eyes. 

" Smiles on part misfortune's brow 
4; Soft reflection's hand can trace, 
44 And o'er theche-^ ot iorrow throw 
4 * A intrUncholv sracc • 
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44 While hope prolongs our happier hour} 
44 Or deepcft (hades, that dimly tower, 
4k And blacken round oar weary way, 
" Gilds with a gleam of diftant day. 

44 Still where rofy pleafure leads, 

44 See a kindred grief puritie, 

44 Behind the fteps that mifery treads 

44 Approaching. comfort view: 

44 The hues of blifs more brightly glow, 

44 Chaftiz'd by fabler tints of woe •, 

44 And blended form, with artful ft rife, 

44 The ftrength and harmony of lite. 

44 See the wretch, that long has toft 
44 On the thorny bed of Pain, 
44 At length repair his vigour loft, 
44 And breathe and walk again. 
44 The meaneft flow'ret of the vale, 
44 The ftmpleft note that fwells the gale, 
44 The common fun, the air, the ikies, 
44 To him are opening Paradife." 

Our Author's reputation, as a Poet, was Co high, 
that, on the death of Colley Cibber, in 1757, he had 
the honour of refuting the office of Poet- Laui ear, to 
which he was probably induced by the difgrace brought 
upon it through the inability of fome who had filled it. 

His curiofity feme time after drew him away from 
Cambridge to a lodging near the Britifti Mufeum, 
where he refided near three years, reading and trail- 
fenbing. 

In 1762, on the death of Mr. Turner, Profeflbr 
of Modern Languages and Hiftdty at Cambridge, he 
was, according to his own expreffion, " cockered and 
fpirited up" to apply to Lord Bute tor the fuccefTion. 
His Lordfltip refuted him with all the politenefs of a 
courtier, the office having been previously promifed to 
Mr. Brocket, the tutor of Sir James Lowther. 

His health being on the decline, in 1765 he under- 
took a journey to Scotland, conceiving he mould de- 
rive benefit from exercile and change of fituation. 
His account of that country, as far as it extends, is 
carious and elegant ; for ;-ks his mind was comprehen- 
sive, it was employed in the contemplation of all the 
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works of art, all the appearances of nature, and all 
the monuments of pad events. 

During his ftay in Scotland, he contracted a friend- 
fhip with Dr. Beattie, in whom he found, as he him- 
ielf exprefles it, a poet, a philofopher, and a good 
man. Through the intervention of his friend the 
Do&or, the Marifchal College at Aberdeen offered 
him the degree of Do&or of Laws, which he thought 
it decent to decline, having omitted to take it at 
Cambridge. 

In December, 1767, Dr. Beattie, (till defirous that 
his country fhould leave a memento of its regard to 
the merit of our Poet, folicited his permiflion to 
print, at the Univerfity of Glafgow, an elegant edi- 
tion of his works. Gray could not comply with his 
friend's requeff, as he had given his promife to Mr, 
Dodfley. However, as a compliment to them both, 
he prelented them with a copy, containing a few 
notes, and the imitations of the old Norwegian poetry, 
intended to fupplant the Long Story, which was printed 
at firft to illuftrate Mr. Bentley's defigns. 

In 1768 our Author obtained that office without 
folicitation, for which he had before applied without 
effect. The Proferlorftiip of Languages and Hiftory 
again became vacant, and he received an offer of it 
from the Duke of Grafton, who had i'ucceeded Lord 
Bute in office. The place was valuable in itfelf, the 
falary being 4ocl. a year ; but it was rendered peculi- 
arly acceptable to Mr. Gray, as he obtained it with- 
out folicitation. 

Soon after he fucceeded to this office, the impaired 
ftate of his health rendered another journey neceifaryj 
and he vifited, in 1769, the counties of Weftmoreland 
and Cumberland, His remarks on the wonderful 
fcenery which thefe northern regions difplay, he tranf- 
mitted in epiftolary journals to his friend, Dr. Whar- 
ton, which abound, according to Mr. MaicnTs elegant 
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dicVicm, with all the wildneis or baivator, and the 
fb'ftiiefs of Claude. 

He appears to have been much affe&ed by the anxiety- 
he felt at holding a place without discharging the du- 
ties annexed to it. He had always defigned reading 
leclure's, but never put it in practice j and a confei- 
oufnefs of this negleft contributed not a little to in- 
creafe the malady under which he had long laboured : 
nay, the office at length became fo irkfome, that he 
ferioufly propofed to refign it. 

Towards the clofe of May, 1771, he removed from 
Cambridge to London, after having differed violent 
attacks of an hereditary gout, to which he had long- 
been fubjea, notwithstanding he had obferved the moft 
rigid abftemiouihefs throughout the whole courfe of 
his life. By the advice of his phyficians, he removed 
from London to Kenfington * the air of which place 
proved Co falutary, that he was foon enabled to return 
to Cambridge, whence he defigned to make a vifit to 
his friend Dr. Wharton, at Old Park, near Durham 5 
indulging a fond hope that the excuriion would tend 
to the re-eftablimment of his health: but, alas! that 
Lope proved deiufive. On the 24th of July he was 
kized, while at dinner in the College hall, with a hid- 
den naufea, which obliged him to retire to his cham- 
ber. The gout had iixed on his ftomach in fuch a 
degree as to j eiift all the powers of medicine. On the 
*9?h he was attacked with a ftrong convulfion, which 
returned with increafed violer.ee the enfuiugdayj and 
«n the evening of the 3 1 It of May, 177 ' > he departed 
this life in the 55th year of his age. 

From the narrative of his friend, Mr. Mafon, it 
appears, that Gray was aa«ated by motives of felf 
improvement, and felf gratification, in his application 
to the Mules, rather than any view to pecuniary emo- 
lument. His purfuits were in general difintereiled j 
and as he was free from avarice on the one hand, lo 
was he from extravagance on the other j being one of 

g j thole 


thole few characters in the annals of literature, efpe- 
ciaily in the poetical dais, who are devoid of /elf' in- 
tereit, and at the fame time attentive to economy j but 
Mr. Mafon adds, that he was induced to decline tak- 
ing any advantage of his literary productions by a de- 
gree of pride, which influenced him to difdain the idea 
of being thought an author by profefiion. 

It appears, from the fame narrative, that Gray 
made coniiderable progrefs in the ftudy of architecture, 
particularly the gothic. He endeavoured to trace this 
branch of the fcience, from the period of its com- 
mencement, through its various changes, till it ar- 
rived at its perfection in the time of Henry VIII. 
He applied himfelf alfo to the ftudy of heraldry, of 
which he obtained a very competent knowledge, as 
appears from his Remarks on Saxon Churches, in the 
introduction to Mr. BenthanTs Hijlcry of Ely. 

But the favourite lludy of Gray, for the la ft two 
years of his life, was natural hiftory, which he rather 
relumed than began, as he had acquired fome know- 
ledge of botany in early life, while he was under the 
tuition of his uncle Antrobus. He wrote copious 
marginal notes to the works of Linnaeus, and other 
writers in the three kingdoms of nature: and Mr. 
Mafon further obferves, that, excepting pure mathe- 
matics, and the ftudies dependent en that fcience, 
there was hardly any part of human learning in which 
he had not acquired a competent ikillj in moit ot them 
a confummate mattery. 

Mr. Mafon has declined drawing any formal charac- 
ter of him j but has adopted one from a letter to 
James BolWll^Eiq. by the Rev. Mr. Temple, Rec- 
tor of St. Giuvias, in Cornwall, firft printed anony- 
mouily in the London Magazine, which, as we con- 
ceive authentic, from the fanetion of Mr. Mafon, we 
mall therefore tranferibe. 

" Perhaps he was the mofl learned man in Europe. 
He was equally acquainted with the elegant and pro- 
found parts of feknee, and that not fuperfkiallv, but 


thoroughly. He knew every branch ot m tory, doui 
natural and civil 5 had read ail the original hiftonans 
of England, France, and Italy 3 and was a great anti- 
quarian. Criticifm, metaphyfics, morals, and politics, 
made a principal part of his ftudy 5 voyages and tra- 
vels of all forts were his favourite amuferoents 5 and 
he had a fine tafte in painting, prints, architeaure, 
and gardening. With fuch a fund of knowledge, his 
convention muft have been equally inftruaive and 
entertaining; but he was alfo a good man, a man ot 
virtue and humanity. There is no charafter without 
fome fpeck, fome imperfeaion ; and I think thegreateft 
defea in his was an affeftation in delicacy, or rather 
effeminacy, and avifible faftidioufoefs, or contempt and 
difdain of his inferiors in fcience. He alfo had, m 
fome degree, that weaknefs which difgufted Voltaire 
fo much in Mr. Congreve : though he feemed to value 
others chiefly according to the progress they had made 
in knowledge, yet he could not bear to be confidered 
himfelf merely as a man of letters; and though with- 
out birth, or fortune, or ftadon, his defire was to be 
looked upon as a private independent gent leman, who 
read for his amufenient. Perhaps it may be faid, What 
fignifies fo much knowledge, when it produced lo little 
Is it worth taking fo much pains to leave no memorial 
but a few Poems ? But let it be confidered mat Mr. 
Gray was, to others, at leaft innocently employed^ 
to himfelf, certainly beneficially. His time patted 
agreeably; he was every day making fome new ac- 
euifition in fcience j his mind was enlarged, his heart 
foftened, his virtue ftrengthenedj the world and man- 
kind were fhewn to him without a mafic ; and he was 
taught to confider every thing as trifling, and unworthy 
of the attention of a wife man, except the purfuit ot 
knowledge and praftice of virtue, in that ftate wherein 
God hath placed us*** 

In addition to this charafler, Mr. Mafon has re- 
marked, that Gray's effeminacy was ^^ e ^£° ft 


uciuic rnoie wnom ne did not wim to pleafe; and that 
he is unjuftly charged with making knowledge his 
ioie reafon of preference, as he paid his efteem to none 
whom he did notlikewife believe to be good. 

Dr. Johnfon makes the following obfervations :— 
<f What has occurred to me, from the (light infpea'ion 
or his letters, in which my undertaking has engaged 
me, is, that his mind had a large grafp ; that his 
cunofity was unlimited, and his judgment cultivated; 
Mat he was a man likely to love much where he loved 
at all, but that he was faftidious, and hard to piea/e. 
His contempt, however, is often employed, where I 
hope it will be approved, upon fcepticifm and infide- 
lity. His fhort account of Shaftefbury I will infert. 
" You fay you cannot conceive how lord Shaftef- 
bufy came to be a philofopher in vogue; I will tell 
you : firir, he was a lord ; fecondly, he was as vain 
as any of his readers ; thirdly, men are very prone to 
be .eve what they do not underffand ; fourthly, they 
will believe any thing at all, provided they are under 
no obligation to believe it ; fifthly, they love to take 
a new road, even when that road leads no where; 
lixthly, he was reckoned a fine writer, and feeins' al- 
ways to mean more than he faid. Would you have 
anymore reafons? An interval of above forty years has 
pretty well deftroyed the charm. A dead lord ranks 
with commoners: vanity is no longer intereffed in the 
matter j for a new road is become an old one.'* 

As a writer he had this peculiarity, that he did not 
write his pieces firll rudely, and then correft them, 
but laboured every line as it arofe in the train of com- 
position; and he had a notion not very peculiar, that 
he could not write but at certain times, or at happy 
moments; a fantaftic foppery, to which our kindnds 
tor a man of learning and of virtue willies him to 
have been fuperior. 

As a Poet he ftands high in the eftimation of the 
candid and judicious. His works are not numerous ; 

but 


but they bear the marks of intenle application, and 
careful revif.on. The Elegy in the Churchyard is 
"e "m d rTmalter-piece; thS fubjecT : is .inttreH.ng the 
fen'iment Ample and pathetic, and the verlificat on 
cha mingly melodious" This beautiful compoi, ion 
has been often (eleited by orators for the d.lpU> of 
their rhetorical talents. But as the moft fim bed p.o- 
duftion. of the human mind have not elcaped cenfure, 
the works of our Author have undergone iU ibo ai 
comments. His Elegy has been fuppo fed defective m 
want of plan. Dr. Knox, in his El.ays, has ob- 
ferved, "that it is thought by fome to be no moie 
than a confufed heap of fplendid ideas, thrown toge- 
ther without order and without proportion. borne 
paffage have been cenfured by Kelly in the Babbler^ 
and imitations of different authors have been pomted 
out by other critics. But thefe imitations cannot be 
afcertained, as there are numberlefs inftances of coin- 
c dence of deas , fo that it is difficult to fay, with pre- 
eifion^rhat is or is not a defignedor accidental imitation. 
Gray, in his Elegy in the Church-yard, has great 
merit in adverting to the moft intereft.ng pafiions of 
- Z human mind , yet his genius is not marked alone 
by the tender fenlib.lity fo confpicuous in that elegant 
piece ; but there is a fublimity which gives it an equal 
claim to univerfal admiration. 

His Odes on The Progrefe of Poetry, and of The 
Bard, according to Mr. Mafon's account, " breathe 
5* high fpirit of lyric enthuliahn. The ranfauons 
are fudden and impetuous ; the language full of hie 
and force; and the imagery earned, without impro- 
priety, to the moft daring height. They have been 
accuied of obfeurity : but the one can be obfeure to 
tlofe only who have not read Pindar; and the other 
only to thofe who are unacquainted with the hiltory of 


our ownnation. 


Of his other lyric pieces, Mr. Wakefield, a learned 
and ingenious commentator, obfcrves, that, tno ^> 


n„ ,h • a r a ma " P rod " itlo »s. they are not with- 
out their defers, yet the Ipirit of poetry, and exaui 

Lkh tt- f ^ Th , 6 °' le ° n Et °» ^%/abou ds 
with fentimems natural, and confonant to°he feelings 
ot humanity, exhibited with perfpicuity of method 
and ,„ elegant, intelligible, and expreffive \Z^Z[ 

the ST, ^ W ' • a " ! aS P e,feft ""'Po&ioL of 
the kind as any in our language. 

Dr. Johnfon was confefledly a man of great eenius • 

has ado e m P ea r in al h- and UnC , andid , m ° de »^«K 
has adopted in his remarks on the writings of Grav 

has g.ven to liberal minds great and jult offence Ac' 

c ,d,n g to Mr. Mafon's Account, he has fubjecti 

diX* IT 7 r°H thC . moft ; i S° ru «» examination. J De- 
o fl % cwlfiderat '° n ° f ">e general plan and con- 

ftrH.nL FieCe , S * he , 5" confined himfeJf Solely "o 
toau.es on words and forms of expreflion ; and Mr 

Malon very pertinently adds, that wW criticlfm i, 

WffiS£ mo ' 1 perfea con,pofition ™ 

centre' Thu k"™ " nder *£' Wak ^eld- S fevereft 

ferrice to ?h, „ m* ftna , UrfiS U P on Gray a rteceflary 
lervice to the pubhc, w.thout which they might ope- 

H s 6 :el a r e ma ho gflant inflUeDCe U f° n thenati «™ al «■£• 
with ' h 1 0we r r ' ls t0 ° g*™ 13 '. "d exprefled 

month", 'h U , Ch Vehemen «i and his remarks betra^ 
upon the whole, an unreafonable faftidiouihefs of tafte 
and an unbecoming illiberali.y of fpint. He anpem 

Oray, becaufe his jealouly would not fuffer him to 

en, rks Sw ^V" " e ««»P«»*y-" Theft 
lemaiks of Mr. Wakefield appear to be well founded • 

«..<! it has been obfcrved, by another writer, that 

D . John on, be;ng ftrongly .nfluenced by hi, po iti- 

cal and rel, gl ous principles, was inclined to treauv itf, 


the utmott ieventy iome ot the productions of our 
beft writers ; to which rnav be imputed that feverity 
with which he cenfures the lyric performances of Gray. 
It is highly probable that no one poetical reader will 
univeriVlly fubferibe to his decifwis, though all may 
admire his vaft intuitive knowledge, and power of 
difcrimination. 

In the fiift copy of this exquifite Poem, Mr. Mafon 
obferves, the conclusion was dilferent from that which 
the Author afterwards compoied j and though his 
after-thought was unqueftionably the beft, yet there 
is a pathetic melancholy in the four ilanzas that were 
reje£led, following, " With incenfe kindled at the 
Mules' flame," which highly claim prefervation. 

The thoughtlefs world to Majefty may how, 
Exalt the brave, and idolize fuccefs; 
But more to innocence their iafety owe, 
Than pow'r or genius e'er confpir'd to blefs* 

And thou who, mindful of th* unhonour'd dead, 
Daft jn thefe notes their artlefs tale relate, 
By night and lonely contemplation led, 
To wander in the gloomy walks of fate, 

Kirk ! how the fjacred calm, that breathes around, 
Bids every fierce tumultuous paffion ce.afej 
In ftill imall accents whifpering from the ground, 
A grateful earneft of eternal peace. 

No more, with v.eafon and thyfelf at ftrife, 
Give anxious cares and endlefs vvifhesroom; 
But, through the cool fequefter'.d vale of life, 
Puriue the fiient tenor ot thy cteom. 

In one inftance* the Do&or's inconfiflency, and de- 
viation from his general character, does him honour. 
After having commented with the moil rigid feverity 
on the poetical works of Gray, as if confeious of the 
injuftice done him, he feems to apologize by the fol- 
lowing declaration, which concludes his Criticifm, ard 
fhall conclude the Memoirs of our Author. 

" In the chara6ler of his Eiegy (fays johnfon) I 
rejoice and concur with the common reader; for, by 
the common fenfe of readers, uncorrupted with literary 

prejudices > 


prejudices, after all the refinements of fubtilty, and 
the dogmatifrn of learning, muft be finally decided ail 
claim to poetical honours. The Church yard abounds 
with images which find a mirror in every mind, and 
with ientiments to which every bofom returns an echo. 
The four ftanzas beginning, Yet e'en thefe bones are 
to me original j I have never feen the notions in any 
other place; yet he that reads them here, perfuadest 
himfelf that he has always felt them. Had Gray 
written often thus, it had been vain to blarpe, and 
wfelefs to praife him.'*' 

THE TEARS OF GENIUS, 

AN ODE, 

TO THE MEMORY OF MR, GRAY. 

CBy J. r- ; 

QN Cham's fair banks, where Learning's hallow'd fane 
w Majeitic rifes on th 1 aftoniih'd fight, 
Where oft the Mufe has led the fav'ritefwain, 
And warm'd his foul with heav'n's inspiring light. 

Beneath the covert of the fylvan (hade, 
Where deadly cyprefs, mix'd with mournful yew, 
Far o'er the vak a gloomy ftillnefsi'pread, 
Celeitial Genius burfl- upon the view* 

The bloom of youth, the majefly of years, 
The ibftenM afpecl, innocent'and kind, 
The figh of farrow, and the ftreaming tears* 
Refiftlefs all, their vaiious pow'r combined. 

In her fair hand a filver harp (he bore, 

Whole magic notes, fa ft warbling from the firing, 

Give tranquil joys the breaft ne'er knew before, 

Or raife the foul on rapture's airy wing. 

By grief impelled, I heard her heave alfigh, 

While thus the rapid ftrain reibunded thro 1 the fky: 

Hafte ye fitter pow'rs of Song! 
Hatten from the ihady grove, 
Where the river roll along 
Sweetly to the voice of love; 

Where, indulging mirthful pleafures, 
Lijiht you preis the fiow'ry green, 
And from Flora's blooming treafures 
Cull the wreath for Fancy's queen; 

Where your gently-flowing numbers, 
Floating on the fragrant breeze, 
Sink the foul in pleaft g flunibsra 
On the downy bed of eaie. 

For 


Tor graver ftrains prepare the plaintive lyre, 
That wakes the fotteft feelings of the foul \ 
Let lonely grief the melting verfe infpire, 
Let deep'ning farrow's folemn accents roll, 

RackM by the hand of rude Difeafe, 
Behold oar fav'rite Poet lies ! 
While ev'ry objed formM to pleafe 
Far from his couch ungrateful flies. 

The blifsful Mufe, whofe fav'ring fmile 

So lately warned his peaceful bread, 

Diffufmg heavenly joys the while, 

In Tranfport's radiant garments dreft, 

With darkfome grandeur, and enfeebled blaze, 

Sinks in the fhades of night, and fhuns his eager gaze* 

The gaudy train who wait on Spring,* 

Ting'd with the pomp of vernal pride, 

The youth, who mount on pleafure's wing,f 

And idly fport on Thames 1 s fide, 

With cool regard their various arts employ, 

Nor roufe the drooping mind, nor give the paufc of jo)\ 

Ha ! what forms, with port fublime,$ 
Glide along in fullen mood, 
Scorning all the threats of time, 

High above misfortune's flood ! 

They feize their harps, they ftrike the lyre, 

With rapid hand, with freedom's fire; 

Obedient Nature hears the lofty found, 

And Snowdon's airy cliffs the heavenly ftrains refound* 

In pomp of fate behold they wait, 

With arms outftretch'd and afpe&s kind, 

To fnatch on high to yonder fky 

The child of Fancy left behind; 

Forgot the woes of Cambria's fata! day, 

By rapture's blaze impell'd, they fwell the artlefs lay, 

But, ah ! in vain they ftrive tofooih 
With gentle arts the tori'ring hours. 
Adverfity % with rankling tooth 
Her baleful gifts profufeiy pours. 

Behold flie comes ! the fiend forlorn, 

Array'd in Horrour's fettled gloom; 

She ftrews the brier and prickly thorn, 

And triumphs in th 1 infernal doom ; 

With frantic fury, and infatiate rage, [page. 

She gnaws the throbbing breaft, and blafts the glowing 

No more the foft Eolian flutel! 

Breathes thro' the heart the melting ftrain, 

The powers of Harmony are mute, 

And leave the once-delightful plain; 

With heavy wing I fee them beat the air, 

Damp'd by the leaden hand of eomfortiefs Defpair. 

C Yet 

* Ode on Spring. + Ode on the profpefl: of Eton College. 

$ Bard, an Ode, % Ode to Adverfity, || The JProgrcfs uf Jaetry. 


Yet ftay, O ftay ! celeftial Pow'rs ! 

And with a hand of kind regard 

Diipel the bohVrous ftorm that lours 

Deft! uftive on the favorite bard; 

O watch with me his laft expiring breath, 

And fnatch him from the arms of dark oblivious Death 

Hark! the Fatal Sifters t join, 
And, with honour's muttering founds, 
Weave the tiffue of his line, 
Whi-.e the dreadful fpell refounds, 

" Hail, ye midnight Sifters ! hail! 
u Drive the fhuttle i'wift along, 
14 Let our fecret charms prevail 
4 < O'er the valiant and the ftrong j 

u Cer the glory of the land, 

4C O'er the innocent and gay, 

C4 O'er the Mufes' tuneful band, 

u Weave the funeral web of Gray." 

'Tis done, 'tis done— the iron hand of Pain, 
WitH'hithleis fury and corrofive force, 
Racks ev'ry joint, and feizesev'ry vein: 
He finks, he groans, he falls, a lifelefs corfe ! 

Thus fades the flowV, nipp'd by the frozen gate, 
Tho' once to fweet, fo lovely to the eye; 
Thus the tall oaks, when boift'rous ftorins aflail, 
Torn from the earth, a mighty ruin lie. 

Ye facred Sifters of the plaintive yerfe, 
Now let the ftream of fond affe&ioh flow; 
O pay your tribute o'er the flow-drawn hearfe 
With all the manly dignity of woe ! 

Oft' when the curfew tolls its parting knell, 
With folemn paufeyon 1 Churchyard's gloom fuivcy. 
While forrow^s fighs and tears of pity tell 
How juft the moral of the post's lay.* 

O'er his green grave, in Contemplation's gnife> 
Oft* let the pilgrim drop a (ilent tear, 
Oft 1 let the iWpherd's tender accents life, 
Big with the fweets of each revolving year, 
Till proffrate Time adore his deathlefs name, 
FixM on the folid bafe of adamantine fame. 

% The Fatal Sifters, an Ode* 

* Elegy in a Country Churchyard* 
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ODE I. 




ON THE SPRING. 

T O ! where the rofy-bpfom'd hours, 
"*- J Fair Venus' train, appear, 
Difclofe the long-expecling flow'rs, 
And wake the purpie year, 
'The attic warbler pours her throat 
Refponfive to the cuckoo's note, 
The untaught harmony of fprihg, 
While, whifp'ring pleafure as they fly 
Cool zephyrs thro' the clear blue fky 
Their gather'd fragrance fling. ib 

Where'er the oak's thick branches fl retch 

A broader, browner (hade, 

Where'er the rude and mofs-grown beech 

O'er- canopies the glade,* 

Befide fome water's nimy brink ' 5 

With me.the Mufe fhall fit, and think 

(At eafe reclin'd in ruftic ftate) 

How vain the ardour of the crowd, 

How low, how little, are the proud, 

How indigent the great \ 10 

Still is the toiling hand of Care, 

The panting herds repofe, 

Yet hark ! how thro' the peopled air 

The bufy murmur glows ! 

The infe6l youth are on the wing, a 5 

Eager to tafte the honey'd fpring, 

* - a bank 

O'er-canopyM with lufcio'us woodbine. 

Sbaktfp. Mid. Night's Dream. 
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And float amid the liquid noon ;* 

Some lightly o'er the current ikim, 

Some mew their gayly-gilded trim, 

Quick- glancing to the fun.f 3© 

To contemplation's fober eye, J 

Such is the race of man, 

And they that creep, and they that fly, 

Shall end where they began. 

Alike the buly and the gay 35 

But flutter thro' life's little day, 

In Fortune's varying colours dreft; 

BrunVd by the hand of rough Mifchance, 

Or chill'd by Age, their airy dance 

They leave, in duft to reft. 40 

Methinks I hear, in accents low, 

The fportive kind reply, 

Poor Moralift ! and what art thou ? 

A folitary fly ! 

Thy joys no glitt'ring female meets, 45 

No hive haft thou of hoarded fweets, 

No painted plumage to difplay j 

On hafty wings thy youth is flown, 

Thy fun is fet, thy fpring is gone— » 

We frolic while 'tis May. 50 

ODE 11. 

ON THE 

DEATH OF A FAVOURITE CAT, 

Drowned in a Tub of Gold Fijbes, 

'HPWAS on a lofty vafe's fide, 

-*• Where China's gayeft art had dy'd 
The azure flow'rs that blow, 
Demureft of the tabby kind, 
The penfive Selima, reclin'd, 
Gaz*d on the lake below. 6 

* Nare per aeftatem Iiquidam. Virg. Getrg. lib. 4 

t fporting with quick glance, 

Shew to the fan their wav'd coats dropt with gold. 

Milton's Paradife Lojl, b. 7. . 
t While infers from the threfhold preach, &c. 
Mr. Green iu the Grotto. Dedjlt/s Mifcellanie^ vol. v. p. l6l. 
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The fair round face, the foowy beard, 

The velvet of her paws, 

Her coat that with the tortoife vies, 

Her ears of jet, and em' raid eyes, 

She faw, and purr'd applaufe. j % 

Still had flie gaz'd, but, 'midft the tide, 

Two angel forms were feen to glide, 

The Genii of the ftream j 

Their fcaly armour's Tyrian hue, 

Thro' richeft purple, to the view 

Betray 'd a golden gleam. 1 8 

The haplefs nymph with wonder faw; 

A whifker firft, and then a claw, 

With manv an ardent wifh, 

She ftretch'd in vain to reach the prize : 

What female heart can gold defpife ? 

\¥hat Cat's averfe to. fi(b ? *4 

Prefumpt'ous maid ! with looks intent, 

Again the ltretch'd, again (he bent, 

Nor knew the guU between : 

(Malignant Fate fat by and fmiPd,) 

The flipp'ry verge her feet beguil'd ; 

She tumbled headlong in. 30 

Eight times emerging from the flood, 

She mew'd to ev'ry wat'ry god 

Some fpeedy aid to fend. 

No Dolphin came, no Nereid ftirr'd, 

Nor cruel Tom or Sufan heard : 

A favVite has no friend ! 36 

From hence, ye Beauties ! undeceived, 
Know one falfe ftep is ne'er retriev'd, 
And be with caution bold : 
Not all that tempts your wand'ring eyes, 
And heedlefs hearts, is lawful prize, 
Nor all that glifters gold . 4 % 
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ODE III. 
ON A 

DISTANT PROSPECT OF ETON COLLEGE. 

'Av9pw*roj' txuvi) irpo<J>ac-i? ei? rb Sv$v%e"v. Menander. 

*\7E diftant Spires ! ye antique Tow'rs ! 
■*■ That crown the watiy glade 
Where grateful Science ftill adores 
Her Henry's * holy fhade ; 

And ye that from the ftately brow 5 

Of Windfor's heights th* expanfe below 
Of grove, of lawn, of mead, furvey, 
Whofe turf, whole fhade, whofe flow'rs, among 
Wanders the hoary Thames along 
His filver-winding way : 10 

Ah happy hills! ah pleafing made ! 

Ah fields belov'd in vain ! 

Where once my carelefs childhood ftray'd, 

A itranger yet to pain ! 

I feel the gales that from ye blow I 5 

A momentary blifs bellow, 

As waving frefh their gladfome wing 

My weary ibul they feem to footh, 

And, redolent f of joy and youth, 

To breathe a fecond fpring. 2® 

Say, father Thames! for thou haft feen 

Full many a fprightiy race, 

Difporting on thy margent green, 

The paths of plea fu re trace, 

Who foremoft now delight to cleave 2$ 

With pliant arm thy glaffy wave? 

The captive linnet winch enthral ? 

What idle progeny fucceed 

To chafe the rolling circle's fpeed, 

Or urge the flying ball ? 3° 

* King Henry VI. founder of the College. 
t Andbces their honey redotent of fpring. 

Drydtrfs Fable m the fytbag- S%.em*. . 


Their murmVing labours ply 

'Gainft graver hours, that bring conftraint, 

To fweeten liberty 5 

Some bold adventurers difdain 35 

The limits of their little reign, 

And unknown regions dare defcry j 

Still as they run they look behind, 

They hear a voice in ev'ry wind, 

And (hatch a fearful joy. 4<> 

Gay hope is theirs, by fancy fed, 

Lefs pleafing when ported j 

The tear forgot as loon as fhed> 

The funfhine of the breaft j 

Theirs buxom health of rofy hue, 4-5 

Wild wit, invention ever new, 

And lively cheer of vigour born ; 

The thoughtlefs day, the eafy night, 

The fpirits pure, the (lumbers light, 

That fly th' approach of morn. 50 

Alas ! regardlefs of their doom, 

The little victims play ! 

No fenfe have they of ills to come, 

Nor care beyond to day : 

Yet fee how all around 'em wait $$ 

The minifters of human fate, 

And black Misfortune's baleful train ! 

Ah ! fhew them where in ambufti (land, 

To feize their prey, the murd'rous band* 

Ah I tell them they are men. 60 

Thefe (hall the fury Paflions tear, 

The vultures ot the mind, 

Difdainful Anger, pallid Fear, 

And Shame that feu Iks behind j * 

Or pining Love (hall wafte their youth, £5 

Or Jealoufy, with rankling tooth, 


And Envy wan, and faded Care, 

Grim-viiag'd, cornfortlefs Defpair, 

And Sorrow's piercing dart. « 

Ambition this (hall tempt to rife, 

Then whirl the wretch from high, 

To bitter Scorn a facrifice, 

And grinning Infamy: 

The ftings of Falfehood thofe (hall try, 7 5 

And hard Unkindnefs' altered eye, 

That mocks the tear it forc'd to flow ; 

And keen Remorfe, with blood denTd, 

And moody Madnels * laughing wild 

Amid fevereft woe. g 

Lo ! in the vale of years beneath 

A grifly troop are feen, 

The painful family of Death, 

More hideous than their queen : 

This racks the joints, this fires the veins, 8 5 

That ev'ry lab'ring finew drains, 

Thofe in the deeper vitals rage j 

Lo ! Poverty, to fill the band, 

That numbs the foul with icy hand, 

And flow-confuming Age. QO 

To each his fufPrings ; all are men 

Condemn'd alike to groan j 

The tender for another's pain, 

Th' unfeeling for his own. 

Yet ah ! why (hculd they know their fate, 95 

Since forrow never comes too late, 

And happinefs too fwiftly flies ? 

Thought would deftroy their paradife. 

No more ; where ignorance is bhis 

'Tis folly to be wife. J00 


• 


And Madnefs laughing in his ireful mood. 

VryidCi Falile of Palamon and Arcite, 


Ui/bd« J ^ 


ODE IV. 

TO ADVERSITY. 

_ Z>Jvot 

Tov <pgavs7v (5forofcf; o5u/„ 

©ivra KVfiwg Byjew* 

Aejcbylus in Agamemnone* 

T^AUGHTER of Jove, relentlefs pow'r, 

*~* Thou tamer of the human breaft, 

Whofe iron fcourge and tort'ring hour 

The bad affright, afflia the belt ! 

Bound in thy adamantine chain, 5 

The proud are taught to tafte of pain, 

And purple tyrants vainly groan 

With pangs unfelt before, unpity'd and alone. 

When firft thy fire to fend on earth 

Virtue, his darling child, defign'd, 10 

To thee he gave the heav'nly birth, 

And bad to form her infant mind j 

Stern rugged nurfe ! thy rigid lore 

With patience many a year me bore ; 

What forrow was thou bad'ft her know, 1 5 

And from her own fbe learn'd to melt at others* woe. 

Scar'd at thy frown terrific fly 

Self-pleafing Folly's idle brood, 

Wild Laughter, Noife, and thoughtiefs Joy, 

And leave us ieifure to be good. a© 

Light they difperfe j and with them go 

The fummer friend, the flatt'ring foe j 

By vain Profperity receiv'd, 

To her they vow their truth, and are again believM. 

Wifdom, in fable garb array'd, 25 

Immers'd in rapt'rous thought profound, 

And Melancholy, filent maid, 

With leaden eye, that loves the ground, 


Still on thy folemn fteps attend ; 

Warm Charity, the general friend, 30 

With Juftice, to herfelf fevere, 

And Pity, dropping foft the fadly-pleafmg tear. 

Oh ! gently on thy fupplianfs head, 

Dread goddefs ! lay thy chaining hand, 

Not in thy Gorgon terrours clad, 35 

Nor circled with the vengeful band : 

(As by the impious thou art feen,) 

With thund'ring voice and threatning mien, 

With fcreaming Honour's fun'ral cry, 

Defpair, and fell Difeafe, and ghailly Poverty. 40 

Thy form benign, O Goddefs ! wear, 

Thy milder influence impart, 

Thy philofophic train be there, 

To foften, not to wound, my heart : 

The gen'rous fpark extinct revive j 45 

Teach me to love and to forgive 5 

Exacl: my own defects to fcan, 

What others are to feel, and know myfelf a man. "48 



ODE V . 

THE PROGRESS OF POESY, 

PINDARIC K. 

&TstjertiC tmznu 

WrTEN the Author firft published Vis and the following Ode, he was ad- 
.Tea, even by his Friends, to fttbjoin Come few explanatory Notes, but had 
row much reipedt for the Uuderftanding of his Sealers to take that liberty. 

<tWaWce cvveloTo-tv'' e; 
As to ttSv epfj,v\vsU)v 

X«7/£;i.-- 

Pindar^ Olymp* ii. 

i. i. 

AWAKE, ^Eolianlyre! awake,* 
^*- And give to rapture all thy trembling firings j 
From Helicon's harmonious fprings 
A thouiand rills their mazy progrefs take ; 
The laughing flow'rs, that round them blow, 5 

Drink life and fragrance as they j^w # 
Now the rich ftream of mufick winds along 
Deep, majetlic, fnjooth, and ftrong, 
Thro* verdant vales and Ceres' golden reign j 
Now rolling down the fteep amain, 10 

Headlong, 1 impetuous, fee it pour; 
The rocks and nodding groves rebellow to the roan 

1.2. 

Oh! SovVeignf of the willing foul, 
Parent of fweet and folemn breathing airs. 
Enchanting fhell! ^he Allien. Cares 15 

And frantic Pafliotis hear thy foft controul. 

* Awake, my glory ! awake, lute and harp. 

■DfLviiTt'-Pjalms* 
Pindar ftvJes hi^ own poetry, with its mufwral accompaniments, AioXty? 

fxohTr^y AloJ.th; %oc<)oti) Ah>lStoy zrvootl aukum. JEolian fong^ JEvltan 
JtririfSy the brm h tf the ■ /Edian 'flute. The-ftibjeA -and fimile, as 
ufuai with 'Pindar* are -here united. The various iburces of poetry, 
which gives lite a d luta-e'to all it iouch.es, a:e Kere described, as well 
in its quiet lnujeaic'progrefe, enriching every fubjeft (otherwife dry 
and barren) with all the pomp of diclicm, and iuKuuait harmony of 
numbers, as in its more rapid and ijrrcfiftible c urfc, when iwain and 
■hunkvt a v. ay by the conftiit of tiifmilmous paffio.is. 

+ Power of nanno - : y to calm iheturbnlent paffions of the foul* The 
thoughts are borrowed fiwi the k\i\ Py Wui\ of PuuUr, 


On i nracia s hills tne .Lord ot war 

Has curb'd the fury of his car, 

And dropp'd his thirfty lance at thy command : 

Perching on the fceptred handf 20 

Of Jove, thy magic lulls the feather'd king 

With ruffled plumes and flagging wing j 

Quench'd in dark clouds of (lumber lie 

The terrcur of his beak and lightnings of his eye, 

1-3- 

Thee % the voice, the dance obey, 25 

Temper'd to thy warbled lay : 

O'er Idalia's velvet green 

*The rofy- crowned Loves are feen, 

On Cytherea's day, 

With antic Sports and blue-ey'd Pleafures 30 

Frilking light in frolic meafures : 

Now purfuing, now retreating, 

Now in circling troops they meet ; 

To briik notes in cadence beating, 

Glance their many-twinkling feet. J 35 

Slow-melting (trains their queen's approach declare J 

Where'er (he turns the Graces homage pay ; 

With arms fublime, that float upon the air, 

In gliding ftate me wins her eafy way : 

O'er her warm cheek and riling bofom move 4.0 

The bloom of young defire and purple light of love.|| 

II. r. 

Man's feeble race what ills await Iff 

Labour and Penury, the racks of Pain, 

Difeafe, and Sorrow's weeping train, 

And Death, fad refuge from the ftorms of Fate ! 45 

+ This is a weak imitation of fome beautiful lines in the fame ode. 
% Power of harmony to produce all the eraces^of motion in the body. 

y r r Homer, Od. 0. 

1| Aa/uwm V iiti irof <puplw<r*. 

n*9e»*i« <wr ef^TOf. Phrymchu apud Athenaum. 

«r To' compeniate the real or imaginary ills of Life, the Mufe was 
♦wen to mankind by the fame Providence that fends the day by us 
cWrful pretence to difpel the gloom and terrours of the night. 


The fond complaint, my Song ! difprove, 

And juitify the laws of Jove. 

Say, has he giv'n in vain the heav'nly Mufe i 

Nicrht and all her fickiv dews, 

Her fpe&res wan, aftd birds of boding cry, 50 

He gives to range the dreary fky, 

Till down the eaftern cliffs afai f 

Hyperion's march they fpy and glittering (hafts of war. 

II. 1. 

In climes J beyond the Solar Road,§ 

Where Ihaggy forms o'er ice-built mountains roam, 

The Mufe has broke the twilight-gloom 56 

To cheer the fhiv'ring native's dull abode : 

And oft' beneath the odVous (hade 

Of Chili's boundlefs forefts laid, 

She deigns to hear the favage youth repeal, 60 

In loofe numbers, wildly tweet, 

Their feather- cin&ur'd chiefs and duflcy loves. 

Her track > where'er the goddefs roves, 

Glory pur-fuc, and gen'roti$ fliame, 

Th' unconquerable mind a«d freedom's holy flame. 65 

II. 3. 

Woods that wave o'er Delphia's fteepjj 
Ifles that crown th* -$£gian deep, 
Fields that cocl Ihffus laves, 
Or where Meander's amber waves 
la ling'ring lab'rinths creep, 7& 

D 

f Or feen the morning's well-appointed ftar 
C091? niching \vp the eaftern hills afyr Cm*), 
f Extenfive influence gf poetic genius over the rcmoteft and moft un- 
civilized nations; its connexion wirh liberty, and the virtues that na- 
sally attend on it. |> e the £j fe> Norwegian* w& Welih Fragments, 
the Lapland and American Songs, &c«] 

$ Extra suini iblifque. vias. V&gl. 

Tuua Ian tana dal c&min del fole. Pttnirw. Cansc* z. 
It p«preft ■ «fP«ctr.y from .Greece toltal/, and frpm Italy to England, 
wce^was-not unacquainted with the wnupgs of Dante or of Petrarcn, 


7(J v 1^ jw *j • 

How do your tuneful echoes languid]* 
Mute but to the voice of Anguilh ? 
Where each old poetic mountain 
Infpiration breath'd around, 

Ev'ry ftiade and hallow'd fountain 75 

Murmur'd deep a folemn found, 
Till the fad Nine, in Greece's evil hour, 
Xeft their Parnaflus for the Latian plains : 
Alike they fcorn the pomp of tyrant PowV 
And coward Vice, that revels in her chains. 80 

When Latium had her lofty fpirit loft, 
They fought, oh Albion ! next thy fea-encircted coaft. 

in. 1. 

Far from the fun and fummer-gale, 

In thy green lap was Nature's darling f laid, 

What time, where lucid Avon ftrayM, S5 

To him the mighty Mother did unveil 

Her awful face : the dauntlefs child 

Stretch'd forth his little arms, and fmiPd. 

This pencil take ((he faid) whofe colours clear 

/Richly paint the vernal year} 90 

Thine too thefe golden keys, immortal boy! 

This can unlock the gates of Joy, 

Of Horror that, and thrilling Fears, 

Or ope the facred fource of fympathetic Tears. 

III. 2. 

iNor fecond he % that rode fublime 95 

Upon the feraph-wings of Ecftacy, 

The fecrets of tlT abyfs to fpy, 

He pafs\3 the flaming bounds of place and time :§ 

The living throne, the fapphire-blaze,jj 

•Where angels tremble while they gaze, 100 

t Shakefpeare. J Milton. 

$ ilammantia rnoenia mundi. Lucretius* 

II For the fpirit of the living creature was in the wheels. And above 
the firmament, that v/as over their heads, was the likenefs of a thronef, 

'as the appearance of a fapphire rtone. 

This was the appearance of the glory of the Lord. 

Ev&tkitl u 20 y z6, i& 


He law, but, blaited with excels ot light, 

Clos'd his eyes in endlefs night.* 

Behold where Dryden's lefs prefbmptuous car 

Wide o'er the fields of glory bear ,« IC4 

Two courfers of ethereal race,f [pace. 

With necks in thunder cloathM % and long-refounding 

III. 3. 

Hark ! his hands the lyre explore ! 
Bright-ey'd Fancy, hov'ring o'er, 
Scatters from her pictured urn . 

Thoughts that breathe and words that burn j § 110* 
But ah! 'tis heard no morejj— 
Oh, lyre divine! what dying fpirit 
Wakes thee now ? tho' he inherit 
3&>r the pride nor ample pinion 

That the Theban eagle bear,ff 115' 

Sailing with fupreme dominion 
Thro' the azure deep of air, 
Yet oft s before his infant eyes would run 
Such forms as glitter in the Mufe's ray 
With orient hues, unborrow'd of the fun; 120 

Yet fhall he mount, and keep his diftant way 
Beyond the limits of a vulgar fate, 
Beneath the good how far— but far above the great . * 

D t 

Homer s Odyjfey. 
f Meant to exprefs the ftately march and founding energy ot Dryden's 

rhymes. > 

X Haft thou cloathed his neck with thunder I Job, 
I Words that weep and tears that fpeak. Cnuley. 
\\ We have had in our language no other odes of the fublime kind than 
that of Diyden on St. Cecilia's day; for Cowley, who had his^ment,. 
yet wanted judgment, ftyle, and harmony, for fuch a talk. That ot 
Pope fs not worthy of fo great a man. Mr. Mafon, indeed, of late days, 
has touched the true chords, and, with a mafterly hand, in fome of hi$ 

choruffesr above all, in the laft of Charaftacus; 

Hark! heard ye not yon'' footftep dread? &c. 

% Ato? trfo^s 3pv»x« 9e7ov. Olymp. ii. 

Pindar compares himfelf to thai bird, and his enemies to ravens that :• 

croak and clamour in vain below, while it purfues its iiighc regardieis o| 

their noife, ' 


ODE VI. 

THE BARD. PlNDARtCK. 

THE following Ode is founded on a Tradition current in Wales, that Edward T. 
when he completed the Conqueft of that Country, ordered all the Jiauu thdl 
fell into his Hands to be put to Death. 

f T> UIN feize thee, rutblefs King! 
« -*^ CcJrifufion on thy banners wait ; 

* Tho* fann'd by Conqueft's crimfon wing, 
« They mock the air with idle ftate.* 

« Helm nor hauberk's f twifted mail, $ 

* Nor e'en thy virtues, tyrant ! (hall avail 

* To fave thy fecret foul from nightly fear^ ; 

c From Cambria's curfe, from Cambria's tears!* 
Such were the founds that o'er the crefted pridej 
Of the firft Edward fcatterM wild difmay , 10 

As down the fteep of Snowdon's fliaggy Hde§ 
Me wound with toilfome march his long array : 
Stout Glo'fter || ftood aghaft in fpeechlefs trance : 
To arms! cry 'd Mortimer,^ and couch'd his quiv'? 
rihg lance. 

* Mocking the air With cokjurs idly fprcad. 

Shakefp. King John. 

f The kauberk was a texture of ftcel ringlets'or rings interwoven, 
forming a coat. of mail that fat cloic to the body, and adapted itielf to 
every motion. 

X The crefted adder's pride. Dry den's Indian Qutm y 

% Snowdon was a name given by the Saxons to that mountainous track 
which the W^lih themfdves call Craigian-eryri: it included all the high- 
lands of Caernarvonfhire and Merioneth ft* ire, as far eaft as the river 
Conway. R. Hygden, fpeaking of the Caftle of Conway, built by King 
E4ward I* feys, Ad ertmn arnnii Conway ad tlivum mentis Erery .- aid 
Matthew of Weftminfter* fad an. llfyj Apud Ahenmway ad pedes, iwnty 
Snowdonia fecit erigi c&llrum forte* 

tl Gilbert de Clare, furnamed the Red* Earl of Gioucefter and Hert- 
ford, fitfv-ifi- law to King Edward. 

f Ednu&d de Mortimer* Lord of Wigmore. They both were Lords 
Marchers, whofe lands lay on the borders of Wales, and probably ac^ 
companied the King in this expedition. 


I. 2. 

On a rock, whofe haughty brow 1 5 

Frowns o'er old Conway's foaming flood, 

Rob'd in the fable garb of woe, 

With haggard eyes the poet ftood ; 

(Lpofe his beard, and hoary hair* 

Stream'd like a meteor to the troubled air,+) 20 

And with a matter's hand and prophet's fire 

Struck the deep forrows of his lyre. 
Hark how each giant oak and defert cave 
Sighs to the torrent's awful-voice beneath ! 
O'er thee, oh King I their hundred arms they wave, 
Revenge on thee in hoarfer murmurs breathe j 26 
Vocal no more, fince Cambria's fatal day, . 

To highborn Hoel's harp, or loft Llewellyn's lay. *] 

I -' lf " 

Cold is Cadwallo's tongue, 

That hufh'd the ftormy main ; 3Q 

Brave Urien fleeps upon his craggy bed s 
Mountains ! ye moan in vain 
Modrid, whofe magic fong 

Made huge Plinlimmon bow his cloud- topp'd head. 
On dreary Arvon's % more they lie, 35 

Smear'd with gore and ghaftly pale i 
Far, far aloof th' affrighted ravens fail, 
The famifh'd eagle § fcreams and paffes by. 

D 3 

* The image was taken from a well-known pi£\ure of Raphael, repre- 
senting the Supreme Being in the vifion of Ezekiel. There are two of 
thefe paintings, both believed original; one at Florence, the other ac 
Patis- 

t Shone like a meteor dreaming to the wind. 

Milton's Paradife Loft. 

% The ihores of Caernarvonshire, oppofite to the ifle of Anglesey. 

$ Camden and others obferve, that eagles uied annually to build their 
aerie among the rocks of Snowdbn, whicn from thence (as fome think) 
were named by the YVeiih, Craigian eryri, or the Crags of the Eagles. 
At this day (I am told) the higheft point of Snowdon is called The 
Eagle's Neft. That bird is cenainly no Granger to this ifland, as the 
Scots, and the people of Cumberland, Weftmorelaad, &c. can tefti£y ; 
it even has built its nea in the Peak of Derby (hire. [See fffHoughlYs 
OrniiUl publifhed by Ray,] . ■ * * A 


« 
« 
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« 


»t ODES. 

Dear loft companions of my tuneful art, 
Dear || as the light thatvifits thefe fad eyes, 40 
Dear as the ruddy drops that warm my heart, 
Ye dy'd amidft your dying country's cries—- *> 
No more I weep. They do wot fleep : 
On yonder cliffs, a grifly band, 
« I fee them fit ; they linger yet, 4S 

Avengers of their native land j 
With me in dreadful harmony they join, 
And weave * with bloody hands the thTueof thy line.* 

II. 1* 

«* Weave the warp and weave the woof, ^ 

«* The winding-meet of Edward's race; $Q 

«« Give ample room and verge enough 

« The chara&ers of hell to trace. 

" Mark the year and mark the night ^ / 

«< When Severn (hall re echo with affright 

« The fhrieks of death thro* Berkley's roofs that ring* 

*< Shrieks of an agonizing king! f 56 

" She- wolf of France, % with unrelenting fangs 

«< That tear'ft the bowels of thy mangled mate, : 

«< From thee § be born who o'er thy country hangs 
«'« The fcourge of Heav'n. What terrors round him, 
wait I bo 

« Amazement in his van, with Flight combined, 
«' And Sorrow's faded form, and Solitude behind. 

II. t. 

«< Mighty vi&or, mighty lord, 

« Low on his fun'ral couch he lies Iff 

** No pitying heart, no eye, afford <> J 

«* A tear to grace his obi'eiiuies ! 

II As dear to me as are the ruddy drops 

That vifit my fad hean-— - Skaiefp. Julius tajar. 
• See the Norwegian Ode that follow s. 
f Edward 11. cruelly butchered in Berkley Caftle. 
1 Ifabel of France, Edward li s adulterous queen. 
\ Triumphs of Edward ill. In France. 
% Death of that king, abandoned by his children, and even robbed m 
fcis laft moments by his courtiers and his miftreis. 


«? Is the fable warrior * fled ? 

« Thy fori is gone-, he refts among the dead. 

f< The fwarm that in thy noontide beam were bom, 

«< Gone to fa lute the rifing morn j 7<> 

« Fair laughs the morn,t and foft the zephyr blows, 

« While proudly riding o'er the azure realm, 

" In gallant trim the gilded vtflel goes, 

«< Youth on the prow and Pleafure at the helm, 

«« Regardlefs of the fweeping whirlwind's fway, 75 

<< That IruftTd in grim repofe expe&s his ev'ning prey, 

<< Fill high the fparkling bowl,t 

«< The rich repair prepare ; 

«< Reft of a crown, he yet may mare the ieait, 

«< Clofe by the regal chair 80 

« Fell Thirft and Famine fcowl 

« A baleful fmile upon the baffled gueft. 

" Heard ye the din of battle bray,§ 

<< Lance to lance and horie to horie ? 8 4* 

« Long years of havock. urge their deftin'd courfe, 

«< And thro* the kindred fquadrons mow their way. 

« Ye TowYs of Julius4j| London^ lafting (hame, 

" With many a foul and midnight murder fed, 

" Revere his conforms $ faith, his father's ** fame, 

«« And fpare the meek ufurper's ft ^ o] V head - 9<* 

* Edward the Black Prince, dead fome time before his father. 

t Magnificence oi Richard 11* reign. SeeFnnfiard, and other cotenv 

P T£chJrd II! (as we are told by Archbifhop Scroop, and the confede- 
rafe Lords, in t£i7manifcfto, by Thomas of Wainngham, and all the 
X wrkels) w« ftarved to ctaati. The ftory of his anamination by Sir 
Piers of Exon is of much later date. 

& Ruinous civil wars of York aid Lancafter. 

u Henrv VI George Duke of C arence, tdward V. Richard Duke ol. 
YorE &c. bc'liSSlw be murdered fecreily in the Tower * I^J, 
The oldeft part of that ftruaure is vulgarly attributed to Jul us C«eUr. 

f Margaret of Anjou, a woman of heroic fpirit, who ftruggled hard to 
iave her hufbaad and her crown. 

tf Henry VI. very near being canonized. The line of Lancafter had 
00 right of inheritance to the ciowru 


" Above, below, the Rofe of fnow,* 

" Twin'd with her biufhing foe, we fpread j 

** The bridled Boar f in infant gore 

u Wallows beneath the thorny (hade. 94, 

« Now, Brothers' ! bending o'er th* accurfed loom, 

«* Stamp we our vengeance deep, and ratify his doom. 

III. i. 

'* Edward, lo ! to fudden fate 

" (Weave we the woof; the thread is fpunj^ 

" Half of thy heart J we confecrate ; 

" (The web is wovej the work is done.") 100 

« Stay, oh ftay ! nor thus forlorn 

* Leave me unblefs'd, urtpity'd, here to mourn. 

( In yon' bright track, that fires the weftern Ikies, 

' They melt, they vaniih from my eyes. 
But oh ! what folemn fcenes on Snowdon's height, 
Defcending flow, their glittVing fkirts unroll ! iq(T 
Vifions of glory ! fpare my aching fight, 
Ye unborn ages crowd not on my foul 1 
No more pur long-loft Arthur § we bewail : 
All hail, ye genuine Kings ;|J Britannia's iffue, hail! 

III. z. 

Girt with many a baron bold 1 i { 

Sublime their ftarry fronts they rear, 

And gorgeous dames and ftatefmen old 

In bearded majefty appear j 

In the midft a form divine, H5 

Her eye proclaims her of the Briton- line, 

* The white and red Rofes, devices of York and Lancafter. 

t The filver Boar was the badge of Richard ill. whence he was ufuaily 
known in his own time by the name of The Boar. 

t Eleanor of Caftile died a few vears after the. conqueft of Wales. 
The heroic proof Ihe gave of her affeftion for her lord is well known. 
The monuments of his regret and forrow for the lofs of her are ftill to 
be feen at Northampton, Gaddington, Waltham, and other places. 

$ It was the common belief of the Welfli nation, that King Arthur 
was (till alive in Fairyland, and fliould return again to reign ovet> 
Britain. 

II Both Merlin and Talieffin had prophefied that the Welfli fliould re- 
gain their fovereignty over this lflarid, which teemed to be aceoiBaiiihed 
^u the Houfe of Tudor. 


c 
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* Her lion- port, her awe- commanding Face,* 
« Attemper'd fweet to virgin-grace. 

« What ltrings fymphonious tremble in the air ! 

* What ftrains of vocal tranfport round her play ! 

« Hear from the grave, great Talieffin !f hear ! 121 
« They breathe a foul to animate thy clay. 

* Bright Rapture calls, and, foaring as me fmgs, 

* Waves in the eye of heav'n her many-colour'd wings. 

Ill, 3. 

* The verfe adorn again 

* Fierce War, and fakhful Love,t 1*5 
« And Truth fevere, by Fairy Ficlion dreft. 

« In bulkuTd meafures move|[ 
« Pale Grief, and pleating Pain, 

< With Horror, tyrant of the throbbing breait, 13Q 
c A voice § as of the cherub- choir 

< Gales from blooming Eden bear, 

« And cjiftant warblings % leffen on my ear, 

* That loft in long futurity expire. 

« Fond impious man ! think'ft thou yon' fanguine cloud t 
« Raised by thy breath, has quench'd the orb of day ? 

* To-morrow he repairs the golden flood, 137 
« And warms the nations with redoubled ray. 

< Enough for me : with joy I fee 

f The difPrent doom our Fates aflign : 1 4Q 

< Be thine defpair and fceptred care 5 
« To triumph and to die are mine.* 

Jle fpoke, and headlong from the mountain's height, 
Peep in the roaring tide, he plungM to endlefs night, 

* Speed, relating an audience given by Queen Elizabeth to Paul 
Pzialintki, ambafiador of Poland, fays, " And thu$ /he, lion- like rifing. 
" daunted the malapert orator no lefs with her ftately port and majertical 
*» deporture, than with the tartnefi of her pnnctlie checkes." 

f Talieffin, chief of the Bards, flouriihed in the 6th century. His 
work* are ftill preferred, and his memory held in high veneration, 
aniofig his countrymen. 

' ■ i Fierce wars and faithful loves Dull moralize my fong. 

Sfettw's Pwm to Tbt Fairy Quetq* 
|| Shakefpeare. $ Milton, 

f The fuccefiion of Poets after Milton's time. 


atitoettifement* 

THE Author once had Thoughts (in concert with a Friend) of giving a Hifto- 
ry of Englifh Poetry. In the Introdu&ion to it he meant to have produced 
ibme Specimens of the Style that reigned in ancient Times among the neigh- 
bouring Nations, or thofe who had fuhdued the greater Part of this Ifland, and 
wf re our Progenitors : the following three Imitations made a Part of them. He 
afterwards dropped his Defign ; efpeciaily after he had heard that it was already 
in the Hands of a Perfon well qualified to do it Tuftice both by his Taftc and hi* 
Refearches into Antiquity. 

ODE VII, 

THE FATAL SISTERS. 

FROM THE NORSE TONGUE. 
To be found in the Orcades of Thermodus Torfaeus, Hafniae, 1679, ., 
Fojio; and alfo in Bartholinus. 
VitteropritfyrirValfalli,&c. 

PREFACE. 

IN the llth Century , Sigurd, Earl of the Orkney IJlands, went with a Fleet 
if Ships, and a confiderable Body of Troops, into Ireland, to the Affijlante of 
s & r yg w *fk the [ilken Beard, who was then making War on his F other -in-Law, 
Brian, King of Dublin. The Earl and all his Forces were cut to Pieces, and 
Sigtryg was in Danger of a total Defeat; but the Enemy had a greater Lofs. 
by the Death of Brian, their King, w ho fell in the AElion* On chrijlmasday' 
(the Day of the Battle) a Native of Caithness, in Scotland, faw, at a Diftance^ 
a Number of Perfons on Horfeback riding full fpeed towards a Hill, and teeming 
to enter into it. Curirfity led him to follow them, till, looking through an opening' 
in the Rocks, he faw Twelve gigantic Figures, refembling Women : they were all • 
employed about a Loomj and as they wove they fun* the following dreadful Song, 
which, when they had finifhed, they tore the Web into twelve Pieces, and each 
taking her Portion, galhpped Six to the North, and as many to theSmik* 

'VfOW the ftorm begins to lowV, 
-^ (Hafte, the loom of hell prepare,) 
1 Iron-fleet of arrowy fhow'r* 

Hurtles f in the darkened air. 4 

Glitt'ring lances are the loom 

Where the dufky warp we ftrain, 

Weaving many a foldier's doom, 

Orkney's woe and Randver's bane. 8 

Note — The Valkyriur were female divinities, fervants of Odin (or 
Woden) in the Gothic mythology. Their name fignifies Chufers of the 
Slain,, They were mounted on fwift horfes, with drawn fwords in their 
hands, and in the throng of battle felefted fuch as were deftined to flaugh** 
ter, and conduced them to Valkalla, (the Hail of Odin, or Paradife of 
the Brave,) where they attended the banquet! and ferved the departed 
heroes with horns of mead and ale. 

* How quick they wheelM, andflying, behind thenvftot 
Sharp fleet of arrowy fhow'r — -- Milt. Par. Reg. 
The noiie cf battle hurtled in the air. Shak, Jul Caf* 


See the grifly texture grow, 

('Tis of human entrails made,) 

And the weights that play below 

Each a gafping warrior's head. i * 

Shafts for fhuttles, dipt in gore, 

Shoot the trembling cords along ; 

Sword, that once a monarch bore, 

Keep the ti'ffue clofe and ftrong. i^ 

Mifta, black, terrific maid 1 . 

Sangrida and Hilda fee, 

Join the wayward work to aid j 

'Tis the woof of victory. to 

Ere the ruddy fun be fet 

Pikes mud miver, jav'lins ling, 

Blade with clattering buckler meet, 

Hauberk crafh, and helmet ring. 14. 

(Weave the crimfon web of war) 

Let us go, and let us fly, 

Where our friends the conflict (hare, 

Where they triumph, where they die. 2 8 

As the paths of Fare we tread, 

Wading thro* th' enfanguinM field, 

Gondula and Geira fpread 

O'er the youthful king your fhield, 32 

We the reins to {laughter give, 

Ours to kill and ours to fpare : 

Spite of danger, he (hall live; 

(Weave the crimfon web of wan) 3^ 

They whom once the defer t beach 

Pent within its bleak domain, / 

Soon their ample *way fha]l ftretch 

O'er the plenty of the plain, 40 


Low the dauntlefs earl is laid, 

Gor'd with many a gaping wound : 

Fate demands a nobler head ; 

Soon a king ihall bite the ground. 44 

Long his lofs fhall Eirin * weep, 

Ne'er again his likenefs fee j 

Long her ftrains in forrow deep, 

Strains of immortality ! 4 8 

Horror covers all the heath, 

Clouds of carnage blot the fun : 

Sifters ! weave the web of death : 

Sifters 1 ceafe j the work is done; 5* 

Hail the tafk and hail the hand* ! 

Songs of joy and triumph ring j 

Joy to the victorious bands, 

Triumph to the younger king. $& 

Mortal ! thou that hear'ft the tale, 

Learn the tenour of our long ; 

Scotland 1 ihro' each winding vale 

Far and wide the notes prolong. 6° 

Sifters \ hence with fpurs of fpeed ; 

Each her thund'ring falchion wield j 

Each beftride her fable fteed ; 

Hurry, hurry, to the field. 6 4 

* Ireland. 



ODI VIIU 

THE DESCENT OF ODIN. 

FROM THE NORSE TONGVE. 

To be found in Bartholin's, de caufis contemnendae mortiaj 

Hafniae, 1689, Quarto. 

Vfrtti Oditra allda gamr, &c. 

UPROSE the king of Men with fpeed, 
And faddled ftraight his cole*bIack ileed J 
Down the yawning fteep he rode 
That leads to Hefcfs fj drear abode. 
Him the Dog of Darknefs fpy'd ; 5 

His fliaggy throat he openM wide, 
While from his jaws, with carnage fill'd, 
Foam and human gore diftuTd : 
Hoarfe he bays with hideous din, 
Eyes that glow and fangs that grin, 10 

And long purfues with fruitlefs yell 
The father of the powerful fpell. 
Onward (till his way he takes, 
(The groaning earth beneath him makes*) 
Till full before his fearleis eyes 1 5 

The portals nine of hell arife. 

Right againft the eaftern gate, 
By the mofs- grown pile he iate, 
Where long of yore to fleep was laid 
The dult of the prophetic maid. ao 

Facing to the northen clime, 
Thrice he tracM the Runic rhyme, 
Thrice pronounc'd, in accents dread, 
The thrilling verfe that wakes the dead, 
Till from out the hollow ground *5 

Slowly breath'd a fullen found. 

Fro ph. What call unknown, what charms prefu me 
To break the quiet of the tomb ? 

|i Niflhdmr, the hell of the Gothic natrons, confifted of -nine worlds, 
to whieh were devoted all fuch as died of ficknds, old age, .pr-by aoy 
other means -.ban in battle; over it mended HcU, the goddels of Deauw 
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vv iiu umo amino ni^ ljuuuicu ipiirc, 

And drags me from the realms of* Night ? 30 

Long on thefe mould'ring bones have beat . 

The winter's mow, the rummer's heat, 

The drenching dews and driving rain I 

Let me, let me fleep again. 

Wht> is he, with voice unbleft, 35 

That calls me from the bed of reft ? 

Odin. A traveller, to thee unknown, 
Is he that calls, a warrior's fon. 
Thou the deeds of light malt know; 
Tell me what is done below, 4c 

For whom yon' glitt'ring board is fpread, 
Dreft for whom yon* golden bed ? 
I Proph. Mantling in the goblet fee 
The pure bev'rage of the bee, 

O'er it hangs the fhield of gold 5 45 

'Tis the drink of Balder bold : 
Balder's head to death is giv'n j 
Pain can reach the fons of Heav'n I" 
Unwilling I my lips unclofe ; 
Leave me, leave me to repofe. c» 

Odin. Once again my call obey j 
Prophetefs f* arife, and fay, 
What dangers Odin's child await, 
Who the author of his fate? 

Proph. In Hoder's hand the hero'* doom j v 55 
His brother fends him to the tomb. 
Now my weary lips I clofe j 
Leave me, leave me to repofe. 

Odin. Prophetefs! my 1'peli obeyj 
Once again arife, and fay, * '- £• 

Who th' avenger of his guilt, 
By whom fhall Hoder's blocd be fpilt? 

Proph. In the caverns of the weft, 
By Odin's fierce embrace compreft, 
A wond'rous boy fhall Rinda bear, C$ 

Who ne'er mall comb his raven- hair, 
Nor wafli his vifage in the ftream, 
Nor iee the fun/s departing beam, 
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ODE S^ 5I': 

Till he on Hoder's corfe fhall fmilc 

Flaming on the fun'ral pile. 70 

Now my weary lips I clofe ; 

Leave me, leave me to repofe. 

Odin. Yet a while my call obey: 
Prophetefs ! awake, and fay, 4 

What virgins thefe, in fpeechlefs woe, 75 

That bend to earth their folemn brow, 
That their flaxen treffes tear, 
And mowy veils that float in air ? 
Tell me whence their forrows rofe. 
Then I leave thee to repofe. So 

Proph. Ha! no traveller art thou ; 
King of Men, I know thee now j 
Mightieft of a mighty line 

Odin. No* boding maid of fkill divine 
J^rt thou, no prophetefs of good, 85 

But mother of the giant-brood ! 

Proph* Hie the hence, and boaft at home> 
That never (hall enquirer come 
To break my iron-fleep again 

Till Lok f has burn: his tenfold chain j 90 

Never till fubflantial Night 
Has re-afTum'd her ancient right, 
Till, wrapp'd in flames, in ruin hurl'd, 
Sinks the fabric of the world. 94 

., _ \ ■ Ez 

. + Lok is the evil being, who continues in chains till the twilight of the 
gods approaches, when he {hall break his bonds; the human race, the 
ftars, and fun, fhall difap pear, the earth fink in the leas, and fire con- 
fume the Acres: even Odin himfelf, and his kindred deities, {hall perish. 
For a farther explanation of this mythology, fee Introduftion a V Hijloire 
de Danemarcj far Mens. Mallat, 177?, 4to; or rather a tranflation of it 
pkfrlifhed in 1770, and entitled Northern j4nttquities> in which fome Blif* 
lakes in the original are j udicioufly corrected. 
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ODE IX. 

THE DEATH OF HOEI... 

From the Welfti of Aneurim, flykd 

THE MONARCH OF THE BARDS. 

He fiourijhed about the Time of Taliefiin, A. D. 573. 

This Ode is extrafied from the Cododin. 

[See Mr. Evans's Specimens, p. 71, 75. J 

TJAD I but the torrent's might, 

-*•"*■ With headlong rage, and wild affright, 

Upon Deira's fquadrpns hurl'd, 

To 1 ufh and fweep them from the wor!4 1 

Too, too fecure in youthful pride, 5 

By them my friend, my Hoel, dy'd, 

Great Cian's fon ; of Madoc old, 

He aflc'd no heaps of hoarded gold j 

Alone in Nature's wealth array*d, 

He aflc'd and had the lovely maid. jo 

To Cattraeth's vale, in glitt'ring row, 
Twice two hundred warriours go j 
Ev*ry warriour's manly neck 
Chains of regal honour deck, 

WreathM in many a golden link t j< 

From the golden cup they drink 
Nettar that the bees produce, 
Or the grape'^ ecftatic juice. 
FlufiYd with mirth and hope they burn, 
But none from Cattraeth's vale return, ao 

Save Aeron brave and Conan ftrong, 
(Burfting through the bloody throng,) 
And I, the meaneft of them all, 
That live to weep and fing their fall. $4 
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ODE X. 

THE TRIUMPH OF OWEN, 

A FRAGMENT. 

From Mr, Evans's Specimen of the Welfl) Poetry f 
London, 1764, Quarto. 

©WEN fucceeded his father Griffin in the Principality of North Wales* 
A. D. iizo: this battle was near forty years afterwards. 

/~\WEN's praife demands my long, 
^-^ Owen fwift and Owen ftrong, 

Faireft flowV of Roderick's ftetn, ; < * * 

Gwyneth's * fhield and Britain's gem. 

He nor heaps his brooded ftores, 5 

Nor on all profufely pours j 

Lord of ev'ry regal art, 

Lib'ral hand and open heart. ; 

Big with hofts of mighty name, 
Squadrons three againit him came j 10 

This the force of Eirin hiding j 
Side by fide as proudly riding 
On her fhadow long and gay 
Lochlin f plows the watry way; 
There the Norman fails afar, 1 5 

Catch the winds and join the war; 
Black and huge along they fweep, 
Burthens of the angry deep. 

Dauntlefs on his native lands 
The Dragon fon % of Mona ftands 5 iO 

In glittering arms and glory dreft, 
High he rears his ruby crelt ; 
There the thund'ring ftrokes begin, 
There the prefs and there the din : 

* North Wales. t Denmark. 

I The r ed Dragon is the device of CadwaUadar, which ail his defccndani^ 

bore on Their banners. " 
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Talymalfra's rocky fliore % 

Echoing to the battle's roar, 

Check'd by the torrent- tide of blood, 

Backward Meinai rolls his flood. 

While, heap'd his mafter's feet around, 

Proftrate warriours gnaw the ground. 30 

Where his glowing eye-balls turn 

Thoufand banners round him burn 5 

Where he points his purple 1 pear 

Hafty, haliy rout is there j 

Marking, with indignant eye, 3 5 

Fear to ltop and Shame to fly : 

There Confufion, Terrour's child, 

Conflict fierce and Ruin wild, 

Agony, that pants for breath, 

Defpair and Honourable Death. 40 

ODE XX. 

FOR MUSICK. 

Performed in the Senate -houfe y Cambridge^ July I, 1769, at thelnfiallaum ofbis 
Grace jlugujius-Henry-FitKroy, Duke of Grafton^ Chancellor cf the UniverjUy. 

1. 

TTENCE, avaunt! ('tis holy ground,) 

"• Comus and his midnight crew, 

And Ignorance with looks profound, 

And dreaming Sloth of pallid hue, v 

Mad Sedition's cry protane, 5 

Servitude that hugs her chain, 

Nor in thefe confecrated bow'rs, 

Let painted Flatt'ry hide her ferpent-train in flow'rs $ 

Nor Envy bafe, nor creeping Gain, 

Dare the Mufe's walk to ftain, 10 

While bright-ey'd Science watches round : 

Hence, away ! 'tis holy ground.' * 

II. 

From yonder realms of empyrean day 
£urfts on my ear th' indignant lay * 


!k^ *^ Air v -w %p. •**' 

There fits the fainted fage, the hard divine* 1 5 

The few whom Genius gave to mine 

Thro* ev'ry unborn age and undifcover'd clime. 

Rapt in celeftial tranfpcrt they. 

Yet hither oft* a glance from high 

They fend of tender fympathy, 3Q 

To blefs the place where on their op'ning foul 

Fii ft the genuine ardour ftole. 

*Twas Milton ftruck the deep-ton'd {hell, 

And, as the choral warblings round him fwell, 

Meek Newton** felf bends from his ftate fublime, %$, 

And nods his hoary head, and liftens to the rhyme. 

in. 

<( Ye brown o'er-arching groves ! 

" That contemplation loves, 

« Where willowy Camus lingers with delight, 

«< Off at the blufh of dawn 3® 

" I trod your level lawn, 

«« Off wooM the gleam of Cynthia filver-bnght 

« In cloifters dim, far from the haunts of Folly, ^ 

" With Freedom by my fide and fott-ey'd Melancholy. 

IV. 

But hark ! the portals found, and pacing forth, 35 

With folemn fteps and flow, 

High potentates, and dames of royal birth, 

And mitred fathers, in long order go : 

Great Edward, with the Lilies on his brow* 

From haughty Gallia torn, 4° 

And fad Chatil!on,f on her bridal morn, 

That wept her bleeding love, and princely Clare,! 

* Edward III. who added the Fhur de lp of France to the arms of 
Ens'and. He founded Trinity -col lege. , ... c ^„„ ,»» 

i Mary de Valentia, Counteis of Pembroke, daughter of Guy de 
ChaiiJlon, Comte de St. Paul in France, of whom Uajlition fayj, Ibat 
her hufband, Audemarde de Valentia, Earl of Pembroke, wmI!w«» 
tournament on the day of his nuptials. She was the foundref. of Pem- 
broke-College or Hall, under the name of Aula Man* «te Valentia. 

% Elizabeth de Bur-, Counlefs of Clare, was wik : of John de Burg, 
fort and heir of the Earl of Ulfter, and daughter of Gll * rt £ ^We, 
Earl of Gloucefter, by Joan of Acres, daughter of Edward I. hei.ee the 
Poet fcives her the epithet of princely. She founded Clare-Hail. 
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And Anjou's Heroine,^ and the paler Kofe,|j 

The rival of her crown, and of her woes 

And either Henry f there, 

The murderM faint, and the majeftic lord, 

That broke the bonds of Rome. 

(The tears, their little triumphs o'er, 

Their human paflions now no more, 

Save charity, that glows beyond the tomb,) 

All that on Grama's fruitful plain 

Rich ftreams of regal bounty pour'd, 

And bad thofe awful fanes and turrets rife 

To hail their Fitzroy's feftal morning come • 

And thus they fpeak in foft accord 

The liquid language of the Ikies : 

V. 

" What is grandeur, what is power? 

^Heavier toil, fuperior pain, 

" What the bright reward we gain ? 

" The grateful mem'ry of the good. 6o 

" Sweet is the breath of vernal ftiow'r, 

" The bee's coined treafures fweet, 

" Sweet Mufic's melting fall, but fweeter yet 

" The /till fmall voice of Gratitude." 

VI. 

Foremoft, and leaning from her golden cloud, 6 c 

I he venerable Marg'ret * fee ! 

" Welcome, my noble fori !"' flie cries aloud, 

" To this thy kindred train and me : 
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* c Pleas'd in thy lineaments we trace 

" A Tudor's f fire, a Beaufort's grace. ?» 

" Thy lib'ral heart, thy judging eye, 

l( The flowV unheeded mall defcry, 

'« And bid it round heavVs altars fhed 

<< The fragrance of its blufhing head j 

u Shall raife from earth the latent gem 75 

" To glitter on the diadem. 

VII. 

* c Lo ! Granta waits to lead her blooming band j 

i(t Not obvious, not obtrufive, flie 

«* No vulgar praife no venal incenfe flings, 

*«• Nor dares with courtly tongue refiVd 80 

'< Profane thy inborne royalty of mind : 

*« She reveres herfelf and thee. 

" With modeft pride to grace thy youthful brow 

*' The laureate wreath * that Cecil wore fhe brings, 

«' And to thy juft thy gentle hand 85 

<{ Submits the fafces of her fway j 

" While fpirits bleft above, and men bekxw, 

" Join with glad voice the loud fympheniaus lay. 

VIII. 

" Thro* the wild waves, as they roar, 

*< With watchful eye* and dauntlel's mien, 90 

< e Thy fteady courle of honour keep, 

«< Nor fear the rock nor feek the ihore: 

♦« The ftar of Brunf*ick fmiles fereae, 

*< And gilds the horrors of the deep." 95 

f The Countefs was a Beaufort, and married to a Tudor; hence the 
application of this line to the Duke of Grafton, who claims deicent from 
feibth ttteie families. 

* J<ord: Treafurer Burleigh was Chancellor of the Uoiverfity in the 

reign of Queen Elizabeth. 
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A LONG STORY. 

Hfccertifement* 

, ¥, R \i GRAY ' S , Ele §y> Previous to its publication, was handed about in NTS' 
and had, among* other admirers, the LadvCobham,Vhorefidedin themanfion 
houe at Stoke- Pogeis. The performance inducing her owim for The Au- 
thor 3 acquaintance, Lady S.chaub and Mils Speed, then at he r houft. urrirr 
took to introduce her to it. Thefe two ladies waited upo,f the J Sw at his ' 
aunt s fohtary habitation, where he at that time reficed, and not finding him 
at home, they lert a card behind them. Mr. Gray, furprifed at fuch .2 com 
pliment, returned the vifitj and as the beginning of this fntercourft bore fb™ 

TN Britairrs ifle, no matter where, 

An ancient pile of building Hands j* 
The Huntingdons and Hattons there 
Empjoy'd the pow'r of Fairy hands. 

To raife the ceiling's fretted height, 
Each pannel in achievements clothing. 
Rich windows that exclude the light, 
And 'paffages that lead to nothing. 

Full oft within the fpacicus walls, 
When he had fifty winters o'er him, 
My grave Lord-Keeperf led the brawls s 
The feal and maces danc'd before him. 

His bufhy beard and (hoe- ftrings green, 
His high-crownM hat and latin doublet, 
Mov'd the flout heart of England's queen, 
Tho % Pope and Spaniard could not trouble it. %S 

,ZJ^n^ on ' ho ^ at Sroke-Pogeis, then in the poffefiion of Vif- 
countels Cobham. The ftyle of bunding which we now call Queen* 
Elizabeth's, is here admirably defcribed, both with regard to its beaVties 
and defcasj and the third and fourth ftanzas delineate the fantaftic 
manners of her time with equal truth and humour. The houfe formerly 
belonged to the Larls of Huntingdon and the family of Hatton. * 

^t> S i r I Chr r ft0ph ^ r c Hat i° n> - promoted b Y Q" etfn Elizabeth for his 
graceful perion and fine dancing.-.-Brawis wer^a fort of a figure-dance 
then m vogue, and probably deemed as elegant as our mods;* cotillons! 
pjr ftili more modern quadrilles. • * W " UWM "» 
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What, in tm very hrlt beginning r 
Shame of the verfifying tribe! 
Your hinVry whither are you fpinning? 
*Can you do nothing but defcnbe? ao 

A houfe there is (and that's enough) 
From whence one fatal morning ifiues 
A brace of warriors, f not in buff, 
But ru ft ling in their fiiks and timies. 24 

The firft came cap apee from France, 
Her conqMr.g deitiny fulfilling, 
Whom meaner beauties eye afkance, 
And vainly ape her art of killing. &g 

The other Amazon kind Heav'n 
Had arm'd with fpirit, wit, and fatire ; 
But Cobham had the polifh giv'n, 
And tipp'd her arrows with good- nature. 3* 

To celebrate her eyes, her air— - 
Coarfe panegyrics would but teafe her ? 
MelifTa is her nom de guerre ; 
Alas ! who would not wifh to pleafe her ? 36 

With bonnet blue and capuchine, 
And aprons long, they hid their armour, 
And veiPd their weapons bright and keen 
In pity to the country farmer. 40 

Fame, in the fhape of Mr. P — 1,% 
{By this time all the parifh know it) 
Had told that ..thereabouts there lurk'd 
A wicked imp they call a Poet, 44 

Who prowPd the country far and near, 
Bewitched the children of the peafants, 
Dry*d up the cows and JamM the deer, 
-And fuck'd the eggs and kill the pheafants. 


f The reader is already apprized who thefe ladies were ; the two de- 
fcription3 are prettily contrafted; and nothing can be more happily 
turned than the compliment to Lady Cobham in the eighth ftanza. 



u.taj s^u^y n^aivi Litcii ^oinr petition > 
Swore by her coronet and ermine. 
She'd ifliie out her high cooimrffion 
To rid the manor of fuch vermine. * % 

The heroines undertook the talk ; 
Thro* lanes unknown, o'er ftyles iihey wnturVl, 
Rapp'd at the door, nor -ftay'd to afk, 
But bounce into the .parlour enter'd. r$ 

The trembling family they daunt; 
They flirt, they fing, they laueh, they tattle, 
Rummage his mother, pinch his aunit, 
And up itairs in a whirlwind rattle, 60 

Each hole and cupboard they explore, 
Each creek and cranny of bis chamber* 
Run hurry f curry round the floor, 
And o'er the bed and tetter olawiher 5 64 

Into the drawers and china pry., 
Papers and books, a huge imbroglio ! 
Under a tea-cup he might lie, 
Or creas'd like dog Vears in a folio. 6 8 

On the firft marching of the troops, 
The Mufes, hopeiefs of his pardon, 
Convey'd him underneath their hoops 
To a ihiall clofet in the garden. 7% 

So Rumour fays; (who wi.il believe?) 
But that they left the door a jar, 
Where fafe, and laughing In his ileeve, 

He heard the diftant din of war. jG 

Short was his joy : he 1 ittle knew 
The powV of magic was no fable 5 
Out of the window wiik they flew, 
'But left a ipeli upon the table. 80 

.The words too eager to unriddle, 
The Poet felt a ftrange diforder ; 
Tranfparent birdlime form *d the imd<J4e, 
And chains inviiible the border. gx 

So cunning was the apparatus, 
The powYful pot-hooks did fo move him, 
That will-he, nill-he, to the gjeat houle 
He went as if the devil drove him. n 
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Yet on his way (no ugn of grace, 
For folks in fear are apt to pray) 
To Phoebus he preferred his cafe, 
And begg'd his aid that dreadful day. $ z 

The godhead would have back'd his quarrel : 
But with a blufh, on recollection, 
OwnM that his quiver and his laurel 
'Gainft four fuch eyes were no protection. 96 

The court was fat, the culprit there j 
Forth from their gloomy maniions creeping, 
The Lady Janes and Joans repair, 
And from the gallery Hand peeping : ICO 

Such as in liience of the night 
Come (fweep) along fome winding entry, 
(Styackf has often ieen the fight) 
Or at the chapel door ftand (entry ; 104 

In peaked hoods and mantles tarnmVd, 
Sour vifages enough to fcare ye, 
High dames of honour once that garniuVd 
The drawing-room of fierce Queen Mary ! 108 

The peerefs comes : the audience ftare, 
-And doff their hats with due fubmiffion j 
She curt'fies, as flie takes her chair, 
To all the ptople of condition. 112, 

The Bard with many an artful fib 
Had in imagination fenc'd him, 
Difprov'd the arguments of Squib, J 
And all that Grooms § could urge againft him. 116 

But foon his rhetoric forfook him, 
When he the folemn hall had feen j 
A fudden lit of ague mook him j 
He flood as mute as poor Macleane.|| 120 

Yet fomething he was heard to mutter, 
" How in the park, beneath an oid^tree, 
" (Without defign to hurt the butter, 
" Or any malice to the poultry,) 124. 

F 

f The Houfskeeper. % The Steward. 

$ Groom of the chamber. 
t! A famous highway man, hanged ihe week before. 
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*' He once or twice had penn'd a formeti 
" Yet hop'd that he might fave his bacon ; 
" Numbers would give their oaths upon it, 
«■' He ne'er was for a conj'rer taken." i i% 

The ghoftly prudes* with hagged * face, 
Already had condemn'd the fmner : 

My Lady rofe, and with a grace 

She fmil'd, and bid him come to dinner, f I jt 

<l Jefu-Maria! Madam Bridget, 
ec Why,,what can the Vifcounrefs mean !" 
Cry'd the fquare hoods, in woeful fidget j 
*';.The times are alter'd quite and clean ! 136 

" Decorum's turn'd to mere civility ! 
u Her air and all her manners (hew it : 
«' Commend me to her affability ! 
• "Speak to a Commoner and Poet !" 140 

{Here ^oflan%as are loft."] 

And fo God fave our noble king, 
And guard us from long-winded lubbers, 
That to eternity would fmg, 
And keep my lady from her rubbers. 144 

EL EGY. 
WRITTEN IN A 

COUNTRY CHURCH-YARD. 

THE curfew tolls! the knell of parting day, 
The lowing herd wind flowly o'er the lea, 
The ploughman homeward plods his weary way* 
And leaves the world to darknefs and to me. 4 

Now fades the glimm'ring landfeape on the fight* 
And a!l the air a folenm ftillnefs holds, 
'Save where the beetle wheels his droning flight, 
And drowfy tmklings lull the diftant folds- 5 8 

*■ Hagged, /. e. the face of a witch or hag. The epithet bagard has 
been fome times miftaken as conveying the fame idea, but it means a 
very different thing, viz. wild and farouche, and is taken from an un- 
teclairned hawk called an hagard. . ' 

t Here the ftory fin! flies; the exclamation of the ghofts, which follows, 
is charafteriftic of the Spanilh manners of the age when they arc iup- 
pofed to have lived; and the 5S0 ftanzas laid to be loft, m>.y be ima^i- 
, »ed to contain the remainder of their long winded expoftulation. 
£ - - - fquilla di lontano 
Che paijfl giorno pianger, che (i muore, Dantt* Vvteat. I, S» 


Save that from yonder ivy-mantled tow'r 
The moping owl does to the moon complain 
Of fuch as, wand'ring near her fecret bow'r, 
I^oleft her ancient folitary reign. i 2 

Beneath thofe rugged elms, that yew-tree's made, 
Where heaves the turf in many a mould'ring heap, 
Each in his narrow cell for ever laid, 
The rude forefathers of the hamlet fleep. 16 

The breezy call of incenfe-breathing Morn, 
The fwallow twittering from the iiraw- built ihed, 
The cock's fhrill clarion, or the echoing horn, 
Np more fhall roufe them from their lowly bed. 20^ 

For them no more the blazing hearth (hall burn. 
Or bufy houfewife ply her ev'ning care j 
No children run to lifp their fire's return, 
Or climb his knees the envy'd kifs to ihare. 24 

Oft' did the harveft to their fickle yield, 
Their furrow oft' the ftubborn glebe has broke 5 
How jocund did they drive their team afield ! 
How bow'd the woods beneath their fturdy ftroke! 28 

Let not Ambition mock their ufeful toil, 
Their homely joys, and deftiny obfcure j 
Nor Grandeur hear with a difdainful fmile 
The fliort and fimple annals of the poor. 32 

The-boaft of heraldry, the pomp of pow'r, 
And all that beauty, all that wealth, e'er gave, 
Await alike th' inevitable hour : 
The paths of glory lead but to the grave. 36 

Nor you, ye Proud! impute to thefe the fault, 
If Mem'ry o'er their tomb no trophies raife, 
Where, thro' the long-drawn aifle and fretted vault, 
The pealing anthem iwells the note, of praife. 40 

Can ftoried urn or animated buft 
Back to its manfion call the fleeting breath ? 
Can Honour's voice provoke the filent dulr, 
Or Flatt'ry footh the dull cold ear of death ? 44 

Perhaps in this neglecled fpot is laid 
Some heart once pregnant with celeftial fire ; ; 

Hands that the rod of empire might have fway'd, 
Or wak'd to ecftacy the living lyre. 4? 


But knowledge to their eyes her ample page, 
Rich with the fpoils of Time, did ne'er unroll j 
Chill Penury reprefs'd their noble rage, 
And froze the genial current of the foul. 5* 

Full many a gem of pureft ray ferene 
The dark unfathom'd caves of ocean bear 4 
Full many a flow'r is born to blufh unfeen, 
And wafte its fweetnefs on the defeit air. 56 

Seme village- Hampden, that with dauntlefs breaft 
The little tyrant of his fields withftood, 
Some mute inglorious Milton, here may reft, 
£ome Cromwell, guiltlefs of his country's blood. 60 

Th' applaufe of lift'ning fenates to command. 
The threats of pain and ruin to defpife, 
To fcatter plenty o'er a fmiling land, 
And read their hift'ry in a nation's eyes, 64. 

Their lot forbad j nor circumfcrib'd alone 
Their growing virtues, but their crimes confeTd $ 
Forbad to wade thro' {laughter to a throne, 
And {hut the gates of mercy on mankind ; 68 

The ftruggling pangs of confeious Truth to hide, 
To quench the blumes of ingenuous Shame, 
Or heap the flirine of Luxury and Pride 
With incenfe kindled at the Mufe's flame. yz 

Far from the madding crowd's ignoble ftrife,* 
Their fober wifhes never learn'd to ftray j 
Along the cool fequefter'd vale of life 
Xhey kept the noilelefs tenor of their way. 76 

Yet e'en thefe bones, from infult to protect, 
Some frail memorial {till ere&ed nigh, 
With uncouth rhymes and fhapelefs fculpture deck'd, 
Implores the pailing tribute of a figh, 8 > 

Their name, their years, fpelt by th* unlettered Mule, 
The place of fame and elegy fupply, 
And many a holy text around me ftrews, 
That teach the ruftic moralift to die. 84 

* This pare of the Elegy differs from the firft copy. The following 
ftanza was excluded with the other alteratioas .: 

Hark I how the facred calm, that breathes around, 
Bids eY'ry fierce tumultuous paffion ceafe, 
In ftill fmall accents wbifp'ring froqi the ground^ 
A grateful earnett of eternal peace. 


r 
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For who to dumb Forget fumeis a prey 
This pleafmg anxious being e'er refign d, 
Left the warm precin&s of the cheerful day, 
Nor caft one longing lingering look behind ? 8$ 

On fome fond bread the parting foul relies, 
Some pious drops the doling eye requires} 
E'en from the tomb the voice of Nature cries, 
E'en in our afhes f live their wonted fires. g% 

For thee, who, mindful of th* unhonour'd dead, 
Doft in thole lines their artlefs tale relate, 
If chance, by lonely Contemplation led, 
Some kindred fpirit fhall inquire thy fate, 9$ 

Haply fome hoary- headed fwain may fay, 
*f Oft" have we feen him, at the peep of daw^ 
€i Brulfhing with hafty fteps the dews away, 
" To meet the fun upon the upland lawn. 100 

" There, at the foot of yonder nodding beech, 
<< That wreathes its old fantaftic root fo high, 
<< His liftlefs length at noon-tide would he ftretch, 
€ * And pore upon the brook that babbles by. 104. 

" Hard by yon* wood, now fmiling as in fcorn, 
€i MutiVing his wayward fancies, he would rove; 
€i Now drooping, woeful wan! like one forlorn, 
<< Or crazM with care, or crofsM in hopelefs love. 108 

" One morn I milVd him on the cuftorif d hill, 
" Along the heath, £ and near his fav'rite tree i 
" Another came j nor yet befide the rill, 
*< Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood, was he : ti z 

; f c The next, with dirges due, in fad array, 
" Slow thro' tile church way path we faw him borne: 
u Approach, and read (for thou canft read) the lay 
f Grav'd on the ftone beneath yon* aged thorn ;"§ 1 16 

f Ctfi veggio nel penfier, clolce mio fuoco, 
Fredda una lingua, el- due begli occhi chiufi 
• _ Rimaner droppo noi pien di faville. Petrarch. Son. 169. 

"t Mr. Gray forgot, when he difpiaced, by the preceding rtanza, Ms 
beautiful defcription of the evening haunt, the reference to it which he 
had here left: 

Kim have we feen the greenwood fide along, 
While o'er the heath we hy'd, our labour done, 
Ofi' as the woodlark pipM her farewell long, 
With wiftfuleyos purfue the letting fun, 
$ In the early editions the following lines were added, but the pares- 
theiis was thought too long; ■ -There 


THE 1PITAFH. 

TTERE refts his head upon the lap of Earth, 
•*■■*' A youth to Fortune and to Fame unknown 5 
Fair Science frown'd not on his humble birth, 
And Melancholy mark'd him for her own. iao 

Large was his bounty, and his foul fincerej 
Heaven did recompenle as largely fend : 
He gave to mis'ry all he had, a tear; t%\ 

He gainM from Heav'n ('twas all he winYd) a friend. 

No further feek his merits to difclofe, 
Or draw his frailties from their dread abode, 
(There they alike in trembling hope repofef ) 
The bofom of his Father and his God. ia8 

EPITAPH 

ON MRS. MARY CLARKE, \\ 

T O ! where this filent marble weeps, 

"*-* A friend, a wife, a mother, fleepsj 

A heart, within whofe facred cell 

The peaceful Virtues lov'd to dwell ; 

Affection warm, and faith fincere, 5 

And loft humanity were there. 

In agony, in death, refign'd, 

She felt the wound (he left behind. 

Her infant image here below 

Sits fmiling on a father's woe, 10 

Whom what awaits while yet he ftrays 

Along the lonely vale of days ? 

A pang, to fecret forrow dear, 

A figh, an unavailing tear, 

Till time mall ev'ry grief remove 

With life, with mem'ry, and with love. 16 

There fcatter'd oft', the earlieft of the year, 
By hands unfeen, are (how'rs of viMets found j 
The redbreaft loves to build and warble there, 
And little footfteps lightly print the gronnd. 

+ PayentQ fpeme. Petrarch, San. 114. 

jj This lady, the wife of Dr. Clarke, phyfician at Epfora, died April 
*7ih, 1757, andis burkdin ih^chu^QfBs^ketihwnt KsRU 


STANZAS, 

SUGGESTED BY A VIEW OF THE SEAT AND RUIN* 
AT KINGSQATE, IN KENT, I7$6. 

OLD, and abandoned by each venal friend, 
H ere jj. — ,-d took the pious refolution, 
To fmuggle a few years, and ftrive to mend 

A broken chara&er and conftitution. 4 

On this congenial fpot he flx'd his choice ; 

Earl Goodwin tremble^ for his neighbouring fand ; 
Here fea- gulls fcream, and cormorants rejoice, 

And mariners, though fhipwreck'd, fear to land. & 

Here reign the bluftering north and bjafting eaft, 

No tree is heard to whifper, bird to fmg j 
Yet nature could not furnifh out the {eaft, 

Art he invokes n.ew terrors, full to bring. l* 

Now mouldering fanes and battlements arife, 

Turrets and arches nodding to their fall, 
Unpeopled monafteries delude our eyes, 

And mimic defblation covers all. l6 

«« Ah ! v * faid the fighing peer, " had B— te been true, 

Nor G 's, nor B d's promifes been vain, 

Far other fcenes than this had grac'd our view, 

And realiz'd the horrors which we feign. »0 

" PurgM by the fword, and purify 'd by fire, 
Then had we fee n proud London's hated walls: 

Owls mould have hooted in St. Peter's choir, 

And foxes ftunk and litter'd in St. Paul's." *4 

TRANSLATION FROM STATIUS. 

THIRD in the labours of thediflc came on, 
With ftur4y ftep and flow, Hippome4©n ; 
Artful and ftrong h$ pois'd the well known weight, 1 
By Phlegy as warn'd, and ftr'd by Mneftheus' fate, £ 
That to avoid and this, to emulate, 5 •* 

His vigorous arm he try'd before he flung, 
Brac'd all his nerves and ev'ry finew ftrung, 


Tnen with a temper* s whirl and wary eye 
PurfiTd his caft, and hurl'd the orb on high j 
The orb on high, tenacious of its courfe, I0 

True to the mighty arm that gave it force, 
Far overleaps all bound, and joys to fee 
Its ancient lord fecure of victory : 
The theatre's green height and woody wall 
Tremble ere it precipitates its fall j , c 

The ponderous mafs finks in the cleaving ground, 
While vales and woods and echoing hills' rebound. 
As when from ^Etna's fmoaking fummit broke, ; 

The eyelefs (Cyclops heav'd the craggy rock, 
Where Ocean frets beneath the dafhing oar ? ao 

And parting furges round the veffel roar j 
'Twas there he aim'd the meditated harm, 
And fcarce UlyfTes 'fcap\l his giant arm. 
A tiger's pride the victor bore away, 
With native fpots and artful labour gav, 15 

A mining border round the margin roll _, 
And calrrTd the terrors of his claws in gold. 27 

Cambridge, May 8 th, 1736. 

r 

GRAY OF HIMSELF. 

'T'OO poor for a bribe, and too proud to importune, 
- 1 * He had not the method of makim? a fortune ; 


v h . i~ " ■. ■ ~T ^ ■ _ __ __ — _ 

Could love and could hate, lb was thought Ibmething 
No very great wit, he believ'd in a God": [odd j 

A poll or a pcnfipn he did not defire, 
"But left church and ftate to Charles Townmtnd and 
Squire. 
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ELEGIAC VERSES 

Oaafwned by the Sight of the Plains <iuker$ tfa Mttfc 

of Trehia 'was fought. 

QUA Trebie glaucas fa] ices interfecat unda, 
Arvaque Romanis nobilitata malis, 
Vilus adhuc amnis vetei i de clade rubeic, 

Et fufpirantes ducere maeftus aquas ; 
Maurorumque ala, et nign? increbrefcere tu*m#, 
Et pulfo Aufonidum ripa fonare fuga. 6 

DESCRIPTION 

QF TH.S 

Sudden fifing of Monte Huo<vo y near Puzzo^mdqf 
the Deflru&ion which attended it, * 

NEC procul infelix fe toll it in aethera Gaums, 
Profpiciens vitreum lugenti vertice pontum : 
Triftior ille diu, et veteri defuetus oliva 
Gaurus, pampineaeque eheu jam nefcius umbrae j 
Horrendi tarn faeva premit vicinia mentis, 5 

Attonitumque urget latus, exurit<jue ferentem. 

Nam fama eft olim, media dura nira filebant 
Nofte, Deo vi&a, et molli pei fufa quiete, 
Infremuiffe aequor ponti auditamque per omnes 
Late tellurem furdiim immugire cayeina*: ^ ip 

Quo fonitu nemora alta tremunt 5 ttemit excita tuto 
Parthenopaea fmu, flammantifque ora Vefevi. 
At fubito fe aperire fohim, vaftofque receffus 
Tandere fub pedibus,, nigraque voragine fauces; 
Pum piceas cinerum glomerare fub setherc nubes i$ 
Vorticibus rapidis,. ardeotique inabre procellam. 
Praecipites fugere ferae, perque avia longe 
Sylvarum fusit paftor, juga per deferta, 
Ah, miferf increpitans faepe alta voce per umbram 
Nequicquam natos, creditque audire fequentes. ao 
Atque ille excelfo rupis de vertice folus 

* «• £ee Sandy'* T^vd.3, B. iv. j>. 175—378. 


Kefpe&ans notafqtie domos, et diilcia rfigna, 
Nil ufquam videt infelix prater mare "t-rifti 
Lumine percuffum, et pailentes- fulphui»e campos, 
Fumumque, flammai'que, rotataque turbine f'axa. a 5 

Quin ubi detoriuit fragor, et lux reddita coelo y 
Mtellos confluere agricoias, pafluque videres 
Tandem iterum timido deferta requirere ta&a : 
Sperantes,. fi forte oculis fi forte darentur 
Uxorum cineres, miferorum yecfla parentura 30 

(Tenuia, led tanti faltem folatia luftus) 
Una colligere et jufta componere in urna. 
Uxorum. nufquam cineres, nu'cjuam ofTa parentum 
(§pem miferam !) afiiietofve Lares, Tautrm a videburtf. 
Quippe ubi planities campi diffufajacebat j 35 

Mons novus: ille fupercilium, frontemque favilla 
Incanum oftentans, ambuftis cautibus, sequor 
Subjeaum, ftragemque fuam, maefta arva, minaci . 
Defpicitimperio, foioque in littore regnat. . 

Hiric infame loci nqmen, multofque per annos 4<3> 
Immemor antiquae laud is, nefcire labores 
Vomeris, et nullo tellus revirefcere cultu. 
Non avium colles, non carmine matutino 
Paftorum refonare ; adeo undique dims habebat 
Iriformes late horror agios faltuque vacantes. 45 

Saspiuset.longe detorquens navita proram 
Monftrabat digito littus, faevjeque revolvens 
Funera narrabat noclis, veteremque ruinam. 

Montis adhuc fades manet hirta atque afpera faxis: 
Sed furor extinclus jamdudum, et flamma quievit, 50 
Qua? nafcenti aderat 3 feu forte bituminis atri 
Defluxere olim rivi, atque efFceta lacuna 
Pabula fufiiceie ardori, virefque recufat; 
Siye in vifceribus meditans incendia jam nunc 
(FJorrendum) arcanis glomerat genti effe futurae 55 ' 
Exitio, fparfos tacitufque recoil igit ignes. 
Raro per clivos haud fecius ordine yidi 
Caneicentem oleam : longum poft tempus ami£H 
Vjte virent tumultij patriamque revifete gaudens 
Bacchus in afiuetis tenerum caput exerit arvis 
Vix tandem, iniidoque au4et ie credere ccglo. <t 1 ' 
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*' : A FAREWELL TO FLORENCE. 

* * Oh Faefula amaena . # . 
tVigoribusjuga, nee nimium ipirantibus auris! 
Alma quibus Tufci Pallas decus Apennini 
Efie dedit, glaucaque iua canefcere fylval • 
Non ego vos pofthac Ami de valle videbq 
Porticibus circiim, & candenti cincla corona. 5 

Villariim longe nitido confurgere dorfo, 
Antiqtiamve JEdem, et veteres prgeferre Cupreffus 
Mirabor, tedttfque fuper pendentia te&a. 8 

IMITATION 

OF AN 

Italian Sonnet of Signer Abb ate BuondelmonU \ 

CPESSO Amor fotto la forma 
^ D'amifta ride* e s'afconde: 
Poi fi miichia, e fi confonde 
Con lo fdegno, e col rancor. 
3n Pietadeei fi transforma; . -5 

Par traftullo, e par difpetto: 
Ma nel iuo diveifo afpetto 
Sempr'e.i>-i, e l'ifteflb Amor. 
' tufit amicitise in.terdum velatus ami&u, 

Et bene compofita. vefte fefellit Amor. 10 

' Mox irse aflumfit cultus> faciemque minantem, 
Inque odium verfus, veribs et in lacrymas : 
Lndentem fuge, nee lacrymanti, aut crede furentij 
Jdem eft diflimili femper in ore Deus. 1* 
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